CHAPTER X 


Let's begin with two media reports of the Ellen Tarmichael affair. Following a 
paragraph that gave a badly garbled account of how I came to work at Foam Cutting 
Engineers in Addison, Illinois, the New York Times wrote: 

"[Ted's] supervisor was Ellen Tarmichael, a soft-spoken but no-nonsense woman 
who is still a production manager with the company. One employee, Richard Johnson, 
called her 'a wonderful boss, the best I've ever had,' and added: 'She's always kind- 
hearted and nice to people. I can see why somebody would get interested in her.' 

'Ted Kaczynski became interested in late July 1978. ... [Actually it was mid-July 
or earlier. -] 

"It was a Sunday, and he had gone for a walk. 'He happened to see her car,!_ 

David recalled. 'She was filling the gas tank. [This is not quite accurate. -] I don't 
know exactly what transpired. He actually went to her apartment and played cards v/ith 
her and her sister and her [sister's] boyfriend.' 

"Later Ted came home. 'He was obviously in a good mood,' David said. 'He 
told me he had gone to see Ellen, that they had spent the day together... and that 
some gestures indicating affection had passed between them. I was very happy about 
that.'... 

'They had two dates, Ms. Tarmichael recalled. She said he seemed intelligent 
and quiet, and she accepted a dinner invitation in late July. It was a French restaurant, 
David said, and Ted 'ordered wine and he smelled it [false: no wine was ordered], he 
made a big deal of it.' David added, 'He had a good time.' 
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"Two weeks later, they went apple-picking and afterward went to his parents' 
home and baked a pie. That was when she told him she did not want to see him again 
'I felt we didn't have much in common besides our employment,' she said. [This is no 
doubt true as far as it goes, but it is only part of the truth and by no means the most 
important part.] 

" Ted did a total shutdown,' retreating into his room, David said. He also wrote 
an insulting limerick about Ms. Tarmichael, made copies and posted them in lavatories 
and on walls around the factory. He did not sign the limerick, but his relationship with 
the woman was known. [How? I never told anyone about it except my father, brother 
and mother. It could have become known at the plant only through blabbing by my 
father, by. my brother, or by Ellen herself.]_ 

"David confronted his brother. 'I was very, very angry,' he said. 'Part of me was 
disappointed. He was so close to being integrated in the most primal rite of integration. 
He had an interest in a member of the opposite sex, and to have him go back to this 
kind of angry, inappropriate behavior - to the family it was embarrassing, adolescent 
kind of behavior.' 

"David told him to cease the offensive conduct. But Ted put the same limerick 
up the next day, above David's desk [actually I put it on the machine he was working 
with]. David told him to go home. [That is, he fired me, which he could do because he 
had become a foreman by that time.]... 

"David said Ted wrote Ms. Tarmichael a letter that 'had elements of apology 
about it.' But the investigators said the letter, which probably was not sent [it was 
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sent - ] partly blamed the woman for what had happened and said Ted had considered 
harming her." - 

This is how the Washington Post described the affair: 

"Sometime before June 23, 1978, Ted wrote saying he needed money. They 
told him to come work with Dad and David at the Foam Cutting Engineers Inc. plant." 5/ 

Here is another one of those seemingly minor distortions that the Washington 
Post no doubt will claim is accidental; yet the slight misstatement seriously 
misrepresents what actually happened, and, as is usual with the media’s 
misstatements, it tends to make me look bad. Readers will of course interpret the 
Washington Post's statement to mean that I wrote home asking for money and that my 
_ parents told me thatjf I wanted_it_l would have to com& arLdwvork_.foutJn fact, l-did-not 
write my parents asking for money; I asked, on my own initiative, whether it was likely 
that I could get a job at Foam Cutting Engineers. This is proved by the letters that I 
quoted in Chapter VII, pp. 211, 212. 

The Washington Post continues: 

"Ted Sr. was a manager, and David was Ted's boss." - 

Both statements are false. My father was not a manager but a sort of jack-of-all- 
trades who worked only part of the year fixing the machines, building jigs, and trouble¬ 
shooting generally. David was the boss neither of Ted Sr. (my father) nor of Ted Jr. 
(me). When I started at Foam Cutting Engineers my brother was only an ordinary 
worker. Later he was promoted to foreman of the evening shift - but I worked on the 
day shift, so that he was not my boss. As I remember it, the shifts overlapped to some 
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extent; the evening shift started at some time in the late afternoon before the day shift 
left. That was why my brother and I were at work at the same time and he had an 
opportunity to fire me. Since he was not the foreman of my shift, I was in doubt about 
whether he had the right to fire me, but Ellen confirmed the firing. I'm not certain that I 
remember correctly the overlapping of the shifts and the exact authority that my brother 
had at the moment of the firing; but that my account is approximately correct is 
confirmed by an entry in my journal that was written on the very day of the firing: 

'This afternoon, I went over to where my brother was working, pasted up a copy 
of the poem before his eyes, and said,' OK, are you going to fire me? ' Of course, he 
did. Wanting to make sure that the firing was official (Dave is night boss and I am on 
the Day crew)_l went into Ellen's office and asked_her_itthefiring was-Qfficial™^[S]-he— 
said that... she would have to uphold the firing." - 

To proceed with the Washington Post Article: 

"Soon after he arrived at the family home, then in Lombard, III., Ted had a date 
with a co-worker named Ellen Tarmichael. Wanda and Ted Sr. were thrilled. After two 
dates, Ellen lost interest. Ted, in a rage, posted insulting limericks about her at the 
plant. David had to fire his own brother, a predicament he now sees as 'foreshadowing 
what I had to do later 1 in turning Ted in to the FBI. Ted locked himself in his room for 
days." - 

The last sentence is at best misleading. All members of my family took an angry 
and accusing attitude toward me after the incident, and consequently, for the next two 
or perhaps three days, when I was at home I spent most of my time in my room rather 
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than with the family - as I'm sure the majority of people would have done under similar 
circumstances. Most of the time my door was not locked. Within a few days I went out 
and got another job. - 

The rest of the paragraph and the following two paragraphs of the Washington 
Post article are wholly false and reflect only my mother's inability to distinguish truth 
from her own fantasies. The next paragraph refers to the letter that I wrote Ellen 
Tarmichael on August 25, 1978 (the letter is dated) and showed to my family by way of 
explanation either on the 25th or the 26th: 

’Ted came out of the room with several written pages in his hand, his attempt to 
explain himself. He wrote that Ellen had been intentionally cruel to him. None of them 

[the familyjjelt that .was even remotely. true._ [That's false!]_At the end of the missive,._ 

he repeated his insulting limerick, said David, 'like he wasn’t going to take it back. No 
matter what.'" - 

This is either another lie or another error on my brother's part. I saved a carbon 

copy of the letter, and the insulting limerick is repeated nowhere in it. - 

****** 


Now here is the full and true story of the Ellen Tarmichael affair. 

When I started work at Foam Cutting Engineers, Ellen was the day shift foreman 

and therefore my immediate superior. At first I did not find her sexually interesting 

<s* -f 

because, while her face was attractive, her figure was not./ A s I wrote i n my - journal? — 
" S ho hao a beautiful face -b u t- a very mediocre figure (too mtioh fat on her ass - a rref 5 - 
. th i gh s j^ ^But as I got to know her I found that she had a good sense of humor and 
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was apparently a very nice person; and, as I wrote, "she is very attractive because she 
has charm, her personality, so far as it is exhibited to the world at large, is very 
attractive, she is apparently very intelligent, and probably quite competent." ^ She 
seemed very friendly toward me and, rightly or wrongly, I thought she liked me. 

I'd had very little contact with women for several years, and I'd had no 
relationship with one for fully sixteen years, since I'd broken off with Ellen A. This 
rendered me very susceptible, with the result that within two or three weeks of starting 
at Foam Cutting Engineers I got infatuated with Ellen Tarmichael ~ as my journal 
records. — 

As I explained in Chapter III, p. 83, ever since the painful experiences of my 
adolescence I had found it e xtremely difficult to make advances to wom e n. In this ca se 
I found it even more difficult than usual because Ellen, my father, my brother, and I 
were all working at the same shop, so that, if I made advances to her and was rejected, 
I would feel shamed before my own family - who were not tolerant of any weaknesses 
or mistakes on my part. I couldn't seem to get up the nerve to ask her out either at 
work or by telephone, so one Sunday afternoon I looked up her address and took a 
stroll in that direction with the intention of making her an unannounced visit, - 
assuming I didn't chicken out, as I probably would have done. But by sheer chance I 
happened to meet Ellen along the way - at a gas station, though the meeting was a bit 
more complicated than what my brother described to the New York Times. — She 
greeted me cordially, I told her I'd been going to drop in on her, she invited me into her 




"she drove me to the apartment that she shares with her sister Liz. Liz was there 
with her boyfriend George; but they shortly left to play goif so that I had a pleasant 
conversation of 2 or 3 hours with Ellen. She told me a good deal about herself.... 
[S]he has a streak in her personality that would be attractive if it were not so strongly 
developed; but as it is, I think it repels me more than attracts me; it is a kind of 
egotistical streak, or a need for superiority and dominance. You would never guess 
from he[r] usual behavior that she has such a streak; but she told me that when she 
was a kid (she was the second child in the family) she had a tremendous need to do 
better than her elder brother... in all activities whatsoever. In every sport, in school, 
etc. She would practice and practice a sport all by herself until she could beat her 

brother... She claims she succeeded so well.that she thoroughly.democalizecLherpoor_ 

brother. She says that up to a couple of years ago she believed she could do anything. 
She seems to be conceited about her job and overestimates her importance to the 
company. She says she intends to be president of the company some day. Yet she 
says all these things in a gentle and feminine manner, not in a boastful or aggressive 
way. ... Liz and George had returned ... we all played pinochle until after 11 PM. 

... [Ellen] drove me home. When we arrived, I said, 'Am I being too aggressive if I 


ask for a goodnight kiss?' She averted her eyes and moved her head ... as if she 
were hesitating. Then she said 'fright.' (I suspect she really had no hesitation about 



kissing but was only trying to make a certain impression.) Then she leaned over toward 


me for the kiss and we had a nice big juicy delicious kiss with firm pressure. Now, l am 


so very inexperienced in these matters that I am in a very poor position to judge, but it 
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did seem to me that she kissed me somewhat aggressively; at least, she had her 
mouth on mine before I was even ready for it. I said in a soft and rather fervent tone, 
'Oh, I like you!' She gave the curious reply: 'You can't say that. You don't know me.’ 
then we said goodbye. I didn't think much about her reply at the time, but it seems 
particularly curious in view of a rumor that my father told me about today: It is said that 
Ellen never goes out with any man more than once or twice." — 

Actually, I had overheard my father telling my mother the same thing a few days 
earlier; see below. 

When I got home (i.e., to my parents' house) after my visit with Ellen, I went to 

my brother's bedroom and told him about my experiences of the day. He seemed oddly 

unresponsive; he showed no emotion, said little, and asked no questions. I then said. 

cf ICo 

"A few days ago I heard Dad telling Ma that < h I says that Ellen goes out with a 

guy a couple of times and then you never hear any more about it. Have you heard 
anything about her?" My brother said he had heard nothing definite, only that there 
was "something funny" about Ellen in her relations with men. — The next day I asked 
my father about her and he told me directly (as indicated above) that it was rumored 
that she never went out with any man more than a couple of times. 

Before my visit with Ellen at her apartment she had been invariably kind, 
obliging, and friendly toward me, but from the time I showed that I had a sexual interest 
in her a certain inconsistency manifested itself in her behavior toward me. Now and 
again she would make a remark that had a certain bite to it, not enough so that it could 
definitely be called rude, but enough to make me wonder. 




From my journal: 

"July 29 [1978]. Yesterday I took Ellen Tarmichael to an expensive restaurant 

for supper." — /"cX.C -cf : atj 

The table conversation was pleasant enough, except that Ellen gave further 

YU.a^ Va-tf— / 

indications that she had an excessive concern with power, agd^ven a sadistic streak: 

"[S]he ... said to me that she was a 'very vindictive person' and would do 
anything 'no matter how underhanded' to get revenge if she wanted it... & 

When we left the restaurant, 

"[S]he .. . invited me to her apartment, where, she hastened to add, we woulc 
not be alone. Actually we were alone for an hour or more as her sister and sister's 
- boyfriend were out-to eat -The situation-was-not such-that l-could readily make-any— 
sexual advances .... After her sister and sister's boyfriend returned I had a very 
boring time listening to a conversation in which I took very little part. Finally, at 12:30 
AM, Ellen asked me if I would like to 'go out for coffee.' I said yes. So I drove her to a 
place nearby that she recommended. We spent an hour and a half there discussing 
various topics. Then I took her home, and, on arrival, asked for a goodnight kiss. I got 
an even better one than last time. Mouths wide open, tongues rubbing. She started 
that open-mouth, tongue-rubbing stuff, not me. ... All this might have lasted, say, 3 
minutes. Then she said,'I think it's time for you to go home.' So I did. Though she is 
very charming and attractive much of the time, by now I greatly dislike her because of 
her egotism and its consequences; for example: she spent some time bragging about 
how she was going to become president of the company and how she was in on 






company secrets and so forth .... 

"... She says that Wynn [sic; should be Win] (the president of this 2-bit foam¬ 
cutting corporation) likes me and wouid like to keep me in the company, or at least is 
thinking along those lines. She asked me not to tell Wynn that I had gone out with her; 
because she said that Wynn had suggested to her that she should use herself as bait to 
keep me around the company; but she had refused. A couple of hours later when this 
subject came up again, she said that Wynn had only made the suggestion in jest. I 
don't know just what the truth of the matter is; I wouldn't trust Ellen for strict 
accuracy." — 

In spite of the fact that I wrote in my journal, "by now I greatly dislike her," I was 

stilLinfatuatedwith-Blen^After oundinner data her hehavior_toward me.becamejnoce_ 

inconsistent than it had been before. At times she was warm and friendly and seemed 
to invite my overtures; at other times, for no apparent reason, she would turn so cold 
that she seemed to be trying to hurt me. Hence I told myself repeatedly that I wasn't 
interested in her any more. Undoubtedly I would really have lost interest in her if I 
hadn't been so sex-starved, or if I had known how to look elsewhere for a woman. As it 
was, I remained infatuated. 

Without revealing the extent of my feelings toward Ellen or the fact that she 
sometimes seemed to be hurting me intentionally, I discussed with my father and 
brother her egotistical and disagreeable concern with power. They agreed that she did 
have such a concern, and my brother attributed it to feelings of inferiority. I answered 
that I saw no evidence of such feelings on her part. 
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On Sunday, August 20,1 took Ellen out to the forest preserves to pick wild 
apples, from which we were to make pies. Three days later I wrote: 

"It now seems clear that from the very beginning of this date she was out to 
humiliate me, or at least to assert a certain type of superiority over me. This in spite of 
the fact that I had made it very clear to her that I was very sweet on her. I was at pains 
on this date to be attentive and agreeable; but she was veiy cool; not so much so as to 
bring out any open disagreement, but just the right amount to leave me unhappy and 
wondering." — 

For example, when we got out of the car at the forest preserve, instead of 
walking alongside me, she walked a couple of feet behind. Two or three times I waited 

--for her to catch-up and-tried-to walk alongside of her, but-in each case she promptly- 

dropped back again, though I was walking slowly. — This was particularly 
embarrassing to me since there were many people present at this popular picnic spot. 
When we headed home with the apples, she insisted that we should make the pies at 
my parents' house, but that I should first take her back to her apartment so that she 
could get her car and drive herself to my parents' house, then drive herself home 
afterward. 

"She insisted on a peculiar way of using her auto and mine [actually, my 
father's]; this arrangement was such that I would have no opportunity to ask for a 
goodnight kiss. At this point I felt that explicit clarification was called for, so I asked her 
if she was intentionally avoiding a goodnight kiss. After a little hesitation she answered 
that she was. I then asked further questions ..." w 
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When I thus tried to open to the light of day her indirect and half-covert 
maneuverings, she became quite tense, and her voice was at first slightly shaky. 

.. and what she told me was essentially this: She had no sexual interest in 
me; she said she liked me, but the way and the context in which she said it indicated 
that it was the condescending sort of liking that one might have for a child or for some 
other kind of social inferior. 

"She claimed she went out with me mainly in order to satisfy her curiosity about 
me because she had never met anyone like me before. She said a kiss 'doesn't mean 
anything.' She claimed there was no sex in it when she kissed me. (This seems a little 
implausible in the case of an open-mouth kiss with tongues rubbing ... .) 

-"During the first part of the date she [had-been] cool and-a-little glum; but- 

after she had humiliated me she immediately became quite cheerful and gay for the 
rest of the day. ... 

"It seemed to me that during the rest of the day she would occasionally rub in her 
little triumph by making remarks that were somewhat cutting but not so much so as to 
bring about any open breach of friendlyness [sic]. For example, I asked her what were 
some of my unusual characteristics that made her feel I was 'unlike anyone she had 
ever met.' The first one she mentioned was: 'You are so very lacking in confidence 
socially.' (True enough, but not nice to say so, unless after taking special pains to be 
tactful.) 

One thing she told me in the course of that conversation particularly struck me. 
She talked about some fellow she had gone out with a great deal when she was in 
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college, saying, "I treated him rotten, I even stood him up one time, but he still kept 
taking me out." What was remarkable was the relish with which she said she had 


"treated him rotten." 


Zc.xc-°! 


At the time, I was desperately confused about Ellen and her behavior toward me, 

y-Ks vu.4^ <604^ of 

but after the dust had settled the explanation seemed pretty cleai/. She wasja sexual 


s leaj/ She w 


A 


tjK 


sadist. Under ordinary circumstances she was a nice, friendly, considerate person; but ^ 

when she was feeling sexy she got her kicks from hurting men. — Probably most men 

/ 

were not seriously hurt by her. After having a couple of dates with her and learning 
what she was like, they just stopped asking her out. But I was especially vulnerable 
because of my past history and my inexperience with women. During the latter part of 

that last date,- 

"I took pains to conceal my feelings, and remained outwardly cheerful and 
friendly, though half the time I wanted to cry and the other half the time I wanted to kill 
her." ® 


"I loved that damn bitch. She knew I had soft feelings toward her and she 
intentionally used these to lead me on and then she calculatedly humiliated me. 

"I was so upset by this that for the next 2 nights I was unable to sleep more than 
4 hours a night, and, what was worse, I was exhausted by nervous tension. That date 
was Sunday. Monday I did nothing about it because I was exhausted and had had no 
time to think things over. But after work I did think things over; I had an overwhelming 
need for revenge and I decided to get it by persistently needling and insulting her at 
work." & 





I hoped I could bring matters to such a pass that the whole nasty business would 
be dragged out in front of the crew, presumably to Ellen's great embarrassment. — 

"I started Tuesday morning by pasting up some copies of an insulting poem that I 
wrote about her." — 

"I don't doubt that I could have made things very unpleasant for her by such 
methods - except that my weak-minded, self-righteous brother took it upon himself to 
interfere. Having seen the poem I pasted up, he said he would fire me . . . and ’maybe 
bust your ass, too' if I did it again." — 

I asked my brother to listen to my side of the story, but he angrily refused to do 
so, and let stand his threat to fire me. 

-"Of course r that was a-direct challenge, so I wasn j t about to back downr This- 

afternoon [August 23, 1978], I went over to where my brother was working and pasted 
up a copy of the poem before his eyes ...," — whereupon he fired me, as described 
earlier. When I went to Ellen's office to ask her whether the firing was valid, she 
seemed dismayed at the situation and was apparently reluctant to confirm my 
dismissal. In my journal, naturally, I put a negative interpretation on this behavior, — 
but in retrospect I think she was genuinely sorry at what had happened. Despite her 
description of herself as "vindictive" (see p. 283) I don't think she was in reality a 
vindictive person under ordinary circumstances. I think her sadistic streak manifested 
itself only when she was feeling sexy; it was for her a source of sexual gratification and 
did not imply any tendency to cruelty in a non-sexual situation. 

Since my brother had frustrated my retaliation against Ellen, I was choking with 
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anger, and, to make matters worse, my mother and father turned against me too, 
without listening to my side of the story first. — 

”[T]hat weak fool Dave has made that bitch's triumph complete: She humiliates 
me sexually, she gets me fired from my job, and she causes dissension in my family. 

I have shed more tears over that cheap whore than 1 have over anything since my 
teens .... 

"What makes this particularly hard is the fact that it recalls bitter experiences 
over many years, reaching right back to my early teens — namely, the rejections I 
had experienced and my complete lack of success with women. I was more choked 
with frustrated anger than I'd ever been in my life, so 1 decided to retaliate against Ellen 

in the only way that remained to me - b y attacking her physically. To abbreviate as_ 

much as possible the account of a distasteful episode, on Thursday, August 24, I 
waited for Ellen in the parking lot of Foam Cutting Engineers. When she arrived I 
confronted her, talked with her briefly, and then left without laying a finger on her. — 
After that my anger was burned out, and since then I haven't hated her. 

The next day I went out and got a job at Prince Castle (by that time I'd learned 
how to lie on application forms), and the same day I wrote Ellen a long letter of 
explanation, which I did mail. According to the media, Ellen has said that she never 
received "any correspondence" from me. — If she did say that, then she was not telling 
the truth. A letter is occasionally lost in the mail, but besides the first letter I also sent 
her a second letter (dated September 2, 1978), and the chance that both of these 
letters could have been lost in the mail is so slight that we can be for all practical 
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purposes certain that she received at least one of them. Both letters are reproduced in 
Appendix 9. 

Why has Ellen denied receiving my letter? Maybe she doesn't remember it, or 
maybe she wants to avoid discussing its content, which would force her to address the 
issue of her behavior toward me. 

Probably on August 25, when I wrote it, or conceivably on the following day, I 
showed the letter to my parents as a way of explaining my behavior. They read it and 
said that now they understood better; the tension went out of the atmosphere and we 
were reconciled. However, my parents did not apologize for the way they'd reacted 
earlier. Then I went to my brother's bedroom (where he spent most of his time when 

staying at the house in Lombard —), and showed him the letter. He too read it, and,_ 

while he did not apologize explicitly at that time, — his manner seemed to indicate that 
he regretted the way he had reacted; and I was reconciled with him, too. The New York 
Times stated that "tensions between the brothers continued]," — but this is false. 

In fairness to Ellen Tarmichael I must make it clear that when the whole affair 
was finished her attitude was conciliatory and even kind. As I wrote in my journal: 

"Sept. 1. Yesterday ... my father brought home from Foam-Cutting Eng. a 
present of home-made cookies from Ellen, for the family. ... I sent Ellen a message 
through my father: that the cookies were delicious, that I apologize for the tone of my 
letter, and that I no longer have any hard feelings toward her. Today he said he'd given 
her the message. He said she seemed pleased and that she said: 'I think the problem 
was that Ted and I speak different languages.'" — 
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Notice that this passage tends to confirm that Eilen did receive my letter. If she 
hadn't received it, then, when my father told her that I apologized for the tone of the 
letter, she presumably would have answered that she hadn't received any letter, and 
my father would have reported that fact to me. 

Also notice that Ellen failed to face up to the real source of the problem - that 
she had a streak of sexual sadism. 

****** 


The reader will please review my brother’s recent remarks on the Ellen 
Tarmichael affair as reported by the New York Times and the Washington Post (quoted 
at the beginning of this chapter) and compare them with the following passages that he 


- wrote in 1981, some three-years after the events:.- 


"! was wrong to fire you and threaten you. I did so in anger because you were i 
behaving badly (which is your own business) and because you caused severe 
embarrassment to Dad and me. .. . But I realized soon afterwards that I should have 
taken into account how badly you were feeling at the time.” — 

"I think if the manner of your taking revenge against Eilen had arisen in its own 
isolation, I probably would have responded very differently, though it would be 
impossible now to know for sure. I hope, at any rate, that I would have responded 


Uit*s 




differently.” ^ 


There follows a passage in which my brother argues that during the months 
preceding the incident in question I had been treating our parents badly. It is a passage 
that I am unable to understand, since it seems to me that during that period my 
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relations with our parents were better than at any other time since I was eleven or 
twelve years old. 

My brother's letter continues: 

"When you brought trouble into the workplace (as I conceived it) I guess I just 
lost my head and my discretion completely. ... — I say again that I was wrong to do 
what I did, although I suppose I have learned (for whatever good it will do me) how 
thoroughly I can be undone by my bad temper. ... — From my point of view, all of this 
is in the past, though of course I acknowledge the major injury was yours not mine." — 

These passages show that, while my conduct in the Tarmichael affair was not 
exactly noble and generous, my brother did realize that there were two sides to the 
story-andJhatmy behavior was-atany-rata understandableL(whictLdoes.notJmplyJhatit 
was blameless). Yet, if the New York Times and the Washington Post have reported 
his remarks accurately, he gave them a one-sided version of the affair that made it 
appear that there was no mitigation for my behavior. 

This provides further evidence that my brother's motive for talking to the media 

about me was not what he claimed, to "humanize" me and decrease my risk of suffering 

the death penalty. If that had been his motive he would have taken a softer approach, 

comparable to that of his 1981 letters, which recognized that there were two sides to 

the story. Instead, he took a hard line and portrayed me in a way that was certainly not 

calculated to win the sympathy of a judge or a jury. 

****** 

I want to reiterate that I believe Ms. Tarmichael to be under normal 
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f* of aovu S <L^ 1 

circumstances a very decent and kindly person. Sexual peculiarities are^iommonplac^^ 

^and when she gave expression to hers in regard to me I'm sure that she had no idea of 
how badly she was hurting me A since she knew nothing about my past history. , I've Su^e-sT. 

^ * TK 

included this chapter only to put before the public the truth about a matter that has been 

badly misrepresented in the media. I ask journalists to refrain from harassing Ms. 

Tarmichael with questions about this affair. It's doubtful that they will honor this 
Q—- 

^request, but if they don't it will be further evidence of the irresponsibility of the majority 
of media people. 








Cette ~<=1 : Uf/aU ClZ T~Jl4. 
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NOTES TO CHAPTER X 


1. (Ba) Journals of TJK, Series VI #2, July 17, 1978, pp. 1 

2. Same, July 17, 1978, pp. 2-5. 

3. Same, August 26, 1978, p. 43. 

4. (Ha) NY Times Nat., May 26, 1996, p. 24, columns 2, 3. 

5. (Hb) Washington Post, June 16,1996, p. A21. 

6. (Ba) Journals of TJK, Series VI #2, August 23, 1978, pp. 33, 34. 

7. My brother fired me on Wednesday, August 23 ((Ba) Journals of TJK, 
Series VI #2, August 23, 1978, pp. 32, 33). As I remember it, I was hired by Prince 
Castle on Friday, August 25, and began work there on Monday, August 28. Whether or 
not my memory is accurate on this point, it is certain that I had begun work at Prince 
Castle by Thursday, August 31, since on September 1 I wrote in my journal, "Yesterday 

J felt extremely bad again,_But when I got home from work in the evening ... . " (B a)_ 

Journals of TJK, Series VI #4, September 1, 1978, p. 5. 

8. (Cb) FL Supplementary Item #11, letter from me to Ellen Tarmichael, 
August 25, 1978. 

9. (Ba) Journals of TJK, Series VI #2, July 17, 1978, p. 1. 

10. Same, July 17, 1978, pp. 1, 2. 

11. Same, July 17, 1978, p. 3. 

12. Same, July 17, 1978, pp. 3-5. 

13. Same, July 17, 1978, pp. 5-10. This journal entry was written on the day 
after the events it describes, since we find on p. 3: "I figured I would just... drop in on 
her unannounced on Sunday (yesterday) afternoon." 

14. (Ad) Autobiog of TJK 1988, p. 16: "[A]t the age of 36 I found an intelligent 
and attractive 30-year old woman (call her Miss T.)... . I'd heard vague rumors to the 
effect that there was something funny about her, but beggars can't be choosers, so I 
took my chances ... ." 

15. (Ba) Journals of TJK, Series VI #2, July 29, 1978, p. 10. 
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16. Same, August 23, 1978, p. 30. I recorded this remark of Ellen’s almost 
four weeks after the dinner date, and I did not state in my journal that the remark was 
made on that date, but I remember it as having been made at that time. In any case it 
matters little whether Ellen made the remark then or at some other time. 

In the early months of 1979 I wrote: 

"In 1978 I knew a woman named Ellen Tarmichael. Once she told me that 
if anyone ever played a dirty trick on her she would get revenge no matter what; she 
would do anything, no matter how underhanded, etc., etc. She sounded so 
unscrupulous that I started to feel a little uneasy with her. Later that same day, she 
started giving me a spiel about how she felt everyone had a duty to help society and all 
that kind of stuff. I asked her how she would square this with the vengeful attitudes she 
had been expressing earlier. She said, Well, those ideas of revenge are only things 
that I fantasy . I have never actually done anything like that. 1 " (Ac) Autobiog of TJK 
1979, pp. 102, 103. 

17. (Ba) Journals of TJK, Series VI #2, July 29, 1978, pp. 10-15. 

18. Same, August 23, 1978, p. 21. 

-! 9 ; (Ad) Autobiog ofTJK 1988, p; 17r"[S]he refused to waikalongsideme 

and insisted on walking a couple of feet behind." 

20. (Ba) Journals of TJK, Series VI #2, August 23, 1978, pp. 21,22. 

21. Same, August 23, 1978, pp. 22-25. 

22. (Ad) Autobiog of TJK 1988, p. 17: "From my own experience with her, 
from what I'd heard about her, and from things that she said, I concluded that she was 
probably a sadist who got a sexual kick out of humiliating men." 

23. (Ba) Journals of TJK, Series VI #2, August 23, 1978, p. 24. 

24. Same, August 23, 1978, pp. 25-27. 

25. (Cb) FL Supplementary Item #11, letter from me to Ellen Tarmichael, 
August 25, 1978, p. 6. 

26. (Ba) Journals of TJK, Series VI #2, August 23, 1978, p. 27, and August 
26, 1978, p. 44. 

The media have stated that at work I made "loud, crude remarks" about 
Ellen. ((Ja) Mad Genius, p. 53; (Jb) Unabomber, pp. 97, 98.) This is false. Apart from 
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the limericks there was some hostile eye contact between us, and at one point I 
pinched her behind, but I made no offensive remarks to her or about her. I might have 
done so later if my brother had not interfered by firing me, but I did not in fact do so. If 1 
had made offensive remarks they would not have been loud. Everyone who knows me 
at all well knows that that just isn't my way. See (Ba) Journals of TJK, Series VI #2, 
August 23, 1978, pp. 26-32, where are described the interactions between Ellen and 
me from the time I pasted up the limericks to the time when my brother fired me. 

27. (Ba) Journals of TJK, Series VI #2, August 23, 1978, p. 32. 

28. Same, August 23, 1978, pp. 32, 33. 

29. Same, August 23, 1978, pp. 33-35. 

30. (Ca) FL #458, letter from me to my mother, July 5, 1991, p. 2: "[Yjou'll 
remember what happened when Ellen Tarmichael... intentionally and cruelly hurt and 
humiliated me, and I retaliated by trying to embarrass her. Refusing to listen to my side 
of the story, Dave (as well as you and Dad) jumped down on me and treated me as if I 
were some kind of a monster." 

31. (Ba) Journals of TJK, Series VI #2, August 23, 1978, pp. 35, 36. 

32. Same, August 23, 1978, p. 40, and August 26, 1978, pp. 40-43~ 

33. (Ja) Mad Genius, p. 53. 

34. If I wanted to be nasty, I could say that he "shut himself up in his room for 
days at a time." He certainly spent at least as much time in his room as I did in mine. 

35. (Ca) FL #458, letter from me to my mother, July 5, 1991, p. 2: "[Ejven 
after I had fully explained to you what had happened, not one of you three apologized 
to me or said a single word in sympathy for my pain. To do Dave justice,... a couple 
of years later he did apologize ... ." 

36. (Ha) NY Times Nat. , May 26, 1996, p. 24, column 3. 

37. (Ba) Journals of TJK, Series VI #4, September 1, 1978, pp. 5, 6. 

38. (Ca) FL #245, letter from David Kaczynski to me, late summer or fall of 
1981, pp. 2, 3. 

39. (Ca) FL #247, letter from David Kaczynski to me, late summer or fall of 
1981, p. 1. 

40. The three dots are in the original. 
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41. (Ca) FL #247, letter from David Kaczynski to me, late summer or fall of 
1981, p. 3. 
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Chapter XI ^ / 

It was around 1978, I think, that Dave's friend K. -H . -Ert. recommended to him a 
book by the philosopher Martin Heidegger. Dave read Heidegger at first with a certain 
amused skepticism that may have been due in part to the fact that (Dave said) 
Heidegger had been a Nazi sympathizer. But within a few months he became a 
convert to Heidegger's philosophy. - I think that what led him to become a disciple of 
Heidegger was that it enabled him to feel that he was part of a special elite. In a 
conversation that I had with him on this subject in about 1979, he made it evident that 
he had come to regard himself as a member of a small minority of people who "think" 
(i.e., who read Heidegger), and on this basis he considered himself "superior." - He 
—sneered-atdemocracy^whicfuhe- said was, -according ter Heidegger, a failed or obsolete 
form of government. - He therefore advocated the system of government that was first 
proposed by Plato and (Dave said) was favored by Heidegger, namely, rule by a 
philosopher-king. 

I was disgusted. It is one thing to recognize that the majority of people do not 
think seriously about anything that is not of direct practical importance to them, and it is 
another thing to crow about it so that you can feel "superior." It is one thing to 
recognize that democracy (as that term is understood in the modem world) has failed to 
provide what it was supposed to provide - freedom and equality - and it is another 
thing to sneer at democracy so that you can replace it with an elitist philosophy. My 
brother, notwithstanding his claim to be a "thinker," had swallowed Heidegger’s ideas 
uncritically. He had given no consideration to the question of whether rule by a 
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philosopher-king would be workable as a practical system of government, or to whether 
democracy might not be the least of the available evils in the modern world. 

Not long after, still in 1979, I had another discussion with my brother, this time 
about whether certain kinds of statements in philosophy were meaningful. My position 
was essentially that the meaning of verbal formulations required study and analysis. A 
verbal formulation might convey emotion (the word "emotion" being interpreted broadly) 
without having any other content. One could not assume that a formulation had any 
other meaning than its emotive content simply because one felt subjectively that it had 
such meaning. Many philosophers had little interest in analyzing their own verbal 
formulations in order to understand what, if any, objective meaning they held, and were 
content jf th e formul ations satisfied them merely on an emotional level. Which would be 
fine if they were writing novels or poetry that pretended to do no more than satisfy the 
emotions. But the philosophers certainly believed their verbal formulations to have 
some meaningful content beyond mere emotional impact; yet, in the case of many of 
their formulations, they failed to establish what that content was or whether it existed at 
all. 

My brother found this point of view very threatening, because it called into 
question the validity of much of philosophy, and of related fields such as literary 
criticism; and it was on his interest in such fields that he founded his sense of being j /1 
someone special. But he did not have enough self-confidence to meet my arguments 
head on; instead, he resorted to evasive tactics. 
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In our 1979 discussion of this subject I began by trying to stake out some 
common ground between us - statements on which we could both agree and on the 
basis of which 1 could argue my point. But Dave was so afraid of being defeated by me 
that whenever I offered a premise that we might agree on, he would reject it 
automatically, even if, under other circumstances, he would certainly have accepted it. 

For instance, when I tried to introduce the concept of time, he flatly denied that any 
such thing as time existed. (The next morning, as it happened, he asked me to glance 
at the clock and tell him what time it was. When I pointed out that he was being 
inconsistent, his only answer was an embarrassed little laugh.) 

Dave's evasive tactics drove me up the wall with frustration on this occasion, as 

on various others on which I tried to ca rry on rational discussions with him. (I have to_ 

confess at this point that I am excessively susceptible to frustration, possibly as a result 
of having experienced so many frustrations during my teen years and early adulthood.) 

My irritation was intensified by my brother's pretensions to superiority. A fool is irritating 
in any case, but a pretentious fool to me is simply insufferable, and consequently I 
particularly remembered those two conversations with my brother. 

In the summer or autumn of 1981, Dave and I renewed the discussion in several 
letters that we exchanged. Some of these letters have not been preserved, but enough 
have survived to show the character of the interchange. 

My mother had been getting my brother and me to put our names on various 

\juJI wCtVovA 

savings certificates jointly with our parents, as a means of avoiding probate. - Besides 
that, my brother still had a fifty percent interest in the land on which my cabin stood. 


299 



Because recent events had made me aware that my brother's affection for me was 
mixed with a substantial element of resentment, I felt distinctly uncomfortable at having 
my affairs so tangled up with his. I remembered how difficult it had been to get him to 
pay his share of the rent on our safe-deposit box, and I was afraid his resentment might 
lead to similar difficulties in more important matters at some later time. So I wrote my 
mother a letter (now lost) in which I asked her not to put my name together with my 
brother's on any more savings certificates, and I mentioned that I wanted to buy out 
Dave's share of our Montana property. I explained the reasons, and, since I didn’t 
expect Dave to see the letter, I freely expressed my contempt for his so-called ideas, 
describing them as "adolescent." 

— -However,-my brother, was. staying with our parents at the time, and itwas_he who 
opened the letter when it arrived. Did he have a right to open it? The answer isn't 
clear. I normally addressed my letters home simply to "Kaczynski," but if I wanted a 
letter to be opened only by a certain member of the family, then I addressed it 
specifically to that person. Since this letter was addressed to "Wanda Kaczynski," my 
brother ought to have realized that she should be the one to open it. On the other 
hand, as Dave subsequently wrote to me: 

"1 thought I should clarify my access to that last letter of yours - since mother 
was upset that I opened it. However, she's often said I was welcome to open their mail. 
Knowing the issue which had been discussed, I was curious about your reply. So I 
decided to take her offer literally for once. Anyway, I didn't want you to think she 
showed it to me." - 
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This note was in the nature of a postscript (sent in a different envelope) to 
another letter - in which he responded to my letter to my mother. His letter - was one 
of the very few in which he was fairly open in expressing resentment. Earlier I quoted 
from it several passages in which he referred to some of the incidents between us, such 
as that of the safe-deposit box and that of my letter about Linda E. But the part of his 
letter that interests us at the moment is the following: 

"About my adolescent ideas. I suspect you use a mere perjorative [sic] out of 
your frustration to properly answer them. ..." - 

I had used the term "adolescent" only in the letter to my mother, and had not 
used it or any other pejoratives in the discussions with my brother. (Though I did use 

—pejoratives-in-some of my-later discussions-with-him,)- 

"Anyway, the positivist dogma you adhere to has been long ago discarded." - 
What "dogma" was he referring to? The position I'd taken in our discussions was 
hardly dogmatic. I had pointed out two ways in which a verbal formulation could have 
meaning: (1) It might imply predictions that could be checked against experience; or 
(2) it might convey emotion (broadly interpreted). Then, if there was another way in 
which a verbal formulation could have meaning, I invited my brother to explain what it 
was. If he had done so I would have considered his argument and perhaps accepted 
it.- But of course he didn't even try to respond to my invitation, because he had never 
taken the trouble to try to analyze the meanings of sentences, and moreover he did not 
have enough confidence in himself to argue with me head on. So he evaded the issue 
by simply labeling my position as "dogma." When you can't answer someone's 
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arguments and can't bear to admit he's right, then, to quote my brother's own words 
(suitably corrected), "you use a mere pejorative out of your frustration at being unable 
to properly answer." It is remarkable how often my brother attributes to me feelings and 
reactions that are characteristic of himself. 

My brother's letter continued: 

"From this position, you can't talk about much of anything unless you bring in the 
'brain' - and since the positivistic explication of the brain is rudimentary, so the 
positivistic assumption ..." — 1 

But what assumption was my brother talking about? Several times in his letters 
he referred to my "positivistic" or "scientific" "assumptions," without ever explaining what 

-"assumptions" hewas referring to,-and-of-caurse-any. attempttapin. him_dawn.orLthat_ 

subject was futile. 

"... the positivistic assumption becomes a black box into which you can stick / 
anything too troublesome to think about, and which makes itself voracious toward any 
thoughts which don't meet the positivistic criteria is [sic] advance, which in turn it , 
excretes as 'psychological' phenomena, unworthy of the name of thought. Can't you 
see, though you mean to include all of experience, you're really working within a closec 
system? - Anyway, positivism has been discarded by philosophers." — 

Hardly any of this is responsive to points I'd made, and all of it consists of vague 
accusations that completely sidestep the main issues that I'd raised: How does one 
assign meaning to verbal formulations? In particular, have the philosophers 
satisfactorily dealt with the problem of assigning meaning to metaphysical statements? 
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I had only the vaguest idea of what positivism was, so after my brother had 
called me a positivist several times I asked him to explain just what the word meant — 
He answered that he knew very little about positivism himself, — and after that he 
stopped calling me a positivist, though he continued to accuse me of having unspecified 
"assumptions." 

Needless to say, my purpose here has not been to prove any points about logic 

or language, but to give a sample of my brother's style of argument, so that the reader 

will understand why I found it so frustrating to try to discuss anything with him. 

****** 

In spite of the resentful tone of his letter, my brother was quite cooperative about 

selling me his share of our Montana property, which he didior the amount of money_ 

he’d originally put into it, — $1050. 

As for our philosophical argument, I soon wrote Dave a letter in which I renewed 
it from a different angle. Instead of attacking the ideas that he had borrowed (possibly 
in debased form) from Heidegger, or pursuing the question of meaning, I addressed the 
issue of my brother's motivations. Here are several extracts from the letter, some of 
which I’ve already quoted in earlier chapters: 

’The point I want to cover in this letter is: your habitual self-deception. ... [I 
gave several examples of his self-deception, including:] 

"When you took up teaching, you apparently did so under the illusion that you 
were going to change the lives of many students simply by expounding your ideas to 
them. Of course you soon learned better. You are certainly intelligent enough to have 
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realized that a teacher can consider himself fortunate if he exerts a decisive influence 
on the lives of just a few students in the course of his whole teaching career. Yet you 
gave up after 2 years because your rosy expectations of influencing students quickly 
and easily were not realized. Those expectations must have been the result of self- 
deception. 

"You recall that letter in which I suggested to our parents that they should 

discourage you from getting close to L 'nHa . Obviously ... my supposed 

questioning of your honesty was not what got you so terribly upset. The real reason is 
the one you permitted to slip out in your first letter. My letter did convey an implication 
of weakness on your part. Somewhere 'deep down inside' you feel weak; consequently 

Jhat implication touched.a raw.nerve and you became enraged._Y.ou invented that_ 

rationalization about 'honesty' because to admit that you were highly sensitive about the 
implication of weakness would be to admit that somewhere 'deep down inside 1 you feel 
weak; and that is a highly uncomfortable admission. This I think is a characteristic 
example of your type of self-deception. 

"I don't mean to say you are incapable of entertaining negative opinions about 
yourself. .. . 

"When it no longer possible to believe that one is what one wants to be in some 
aspect of life, the easiest thing is to just give up on that aspect of life, saying, Tm no 
good at this. This isn't an important thing anyway'... 

"You have very high aspirations. ... You have to be someone special. ... But 
you are unwilling or unable to go through the struggle that it takes to be or do 



something special. Every time you encounter real difficulties you retreat, saying, 'That's 
not the important thing anyway.' By this time you have retreated until you have just one 
thing left... — Art, or Philosophy, or whatever you prefer to call it. In this area you can 
always maintain your illusion of being superior to the common herd, because there are 
no objective criteria. Whatever happens, you can always persuade yourself that you 
are more sensitive, or thoughtful, or insightful (or whatever you want to call it) than the 
common herd. ... 

"Well, I apologize for all this. All I can say is that these are my opinions, and I've 
been itching to express them for a long time, and my motive is not to hurt your feelings, 
even though I realize that that will be the probable result." — 

-Rereading this letter now, after-a-decade and-a half,-makes-me acutely- 

uncomfortable, because I realize how cruel it was. It probably was fairly accurate, but 
that only made it the more cruel. What made it worse still was the fact that I was not 
entirely telling the truth when I wrote, "my motive is not to hurt your feelings." In reality 
that was part of my motive, and I knew it at the time. 

It's true that I didn't realize how badly I was hurting my brother. In the first place, 

I wasn't aware of the full extent of his worship of me. That was revealed only by 
statements he made to Dr. K. after my arrest. - In the second place, I thought he had 
by that time largely outgrown his big-brother worship. (Note that I spoke of it in the past 
tense: 'Throughout your childhood and even well up into your 20's you had a severe 
case of big-brother worship." —) I now suspect that he had only learned to conceal it 
better. 
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But it is still true that I knew I was hurting my brother, and I did so on purpose. I 
don't think the Ellen Tarmichael affair was an important source of my resentment. 
Instead I was irritated and disgusted at the silliness and pretentiousness of some of my 
brother's ideas, I was frustrated at his evasive style of argument, I resented the fact that 
he had not turned out to be the kind of person I would have wanted him to be, and I 
was still very sore about the incident that I mentioned in Chapter IX (p. 257) but 
refrained from recounting because I find it too painful. 

Dave gave me a very mild answer: 

"I read your letter, and I think it touches on an element of truth, although, as you 
might expect, there are some items I want to show in a different light. However, I feel I 

need some time to collect my. thoughts, jn order.to accomplish the task properly._ 

Hopefully, within a month or two I'll have a long letter to send to you. In the meantime, 
please be assured that I'm not feeling angry or vengeful." — 

The mildness of this reply may have been part of what set me to thinking about 
the way I'd treated my brother when we were kids, and led to my first note of apology to 
him: 

"Dear Dave: 

"I remember that when we were kids I sometimes would take advantage 
of my greater size and strength to dominate you physically. Also I sometimes harassed 
you verbally. I've thought about this sometimes and I now regret that I behaved that 
way. So I now offer you an apology for it; though I suppose this apology very likely is a 
matter of indifference to you anyway." — 
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Dave answered me with a letter of which the first half now strikes me as 
beautiful. — In that first half he spoke mainly of his personal relationship with me. In 
the second half of the letter he resorted again to the kind of argument that irritated me 
intolerably - vague, unsupported assertions that did not respond to my points. For 
example, he accused me of "holding to a rigid, objectifying system," — yet he made no 
attempt to explain in what way what he called my "system" was "rigid." You can see 
how frustrating it is to try to discuss something with someone who, whenever you 
disagree with him, answers only by asserting that you are "rigid" or "dogmatic." 

It seems clear to me now, though, that what Dave was really asking for in this 
letter was simply acceptance of himself and his way of thinking. Not necessarily 

__agreement-butsimply a.respectful,_accepting attitude_±wasnl.abautta.acceptar_ 

respect his crap about philosopher-kings or his attempt to place himself on a superior 
plane as a member of a "thinking" minority, but I could have given respect and 
acceptance to his poetic or emotive style of thought. My only quarrel with him there 
was over the issue of whether certain verbal formulations characteristic of that style of 
thought had any meaningful content other than emotive content, given the absence of 
any explanation or analysis of how such formulations acquire meaning. And I would 
have been quite willing to abandon that quarrel if my brother had simply said, "Alright, I 
think this, you think that; let's just agree to disagree and drop the subject." But instead 
of doing so he kept irritating me with vaguely-relevant arguments in which he commonly 
attributed to me attitudes that I'd never held and statements that I'd never made. — 
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Yet his letter was basically conciliatory, and reading it today I see it as a gentle 
and beautiful plea for acceptance. And in it he intimated that he had been wounded by 
my earlier letter, for he wrote: "[S]ome of the things you said were painful to listen to 
and partially disrupted my complacency." — And: "Your letter had a strong effect on 
me, in the emotional sense ... ." - 

In view of this, I am ashamed of the callousness of my reply. Here are some 
excerpts from it (FL #265): 

"I note ... that you have not denied any of the statements about your 
motivations that I made. Rather typically, you have sidestepped the issues and 
resorted to vague generalities which do not directly confront the points I made. But I 

_.suppose you will claim that it would be too 'rigid' and 'scientific' to expect you to confront 

the issues directly. 

"... I am not much interested in discussing further with you these philosophical 
questions, because by- this time I am fairly confident that your psychological need for 
your self-deceptions is so strong that no amount of reasoning will ever get you away 
from them. Whatever kind of reasonings might be presented to you attacking your 
position, — probably you will dismiss them as 'rigid' or 'scientific' or by applying some 
other empty label to them, and you will claim they are based on misunderstanding of 
your 'way of thinking,' the validity of which apparently has to be accepted on faith. ... 

"... You said my letter had a 'strong effect on [you], in the emotional sense,' 
and that it 'partially disrupted [your] complacency,’ This illustrates the fact that you are 
not in the habit of re-examining your thinking critically, looking for flaws and oversights, 
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and attempting to root out your self-deceptions. If you had been in that habit my letter 
would not have shaken you; you would have been accustomed to the idea that you 
might have self-deception in your thinking, and the points I made would have been far 
from entirely new to you; but perhaps you think it would be too 'rigid' and ’scientific' to 
critically re-examining your thinking, your motivations, and your possible self- 
deceptions." — 

Looking back, I wonder why I answered my brother so callously. The fact that he 
showed no anger led me to underestimate the extent to which I was hurting him; yet I 
did realize that I was hurting him, and I knew that the little things he'd done over the 
years to annoy me (and the one or two things that had caused me real pain) were offset 
by the generosity he'd shownmeatothertimes.Probablymyirritationagainsthimjwas 
exacerbated by the fund of unresolved anger that I'd built up as a result of various 
frustrations in my earlier and current life. 

But I now think that my brother on his side must have been increasing his fund of 
anger against me, even though he did not show that anger outwardly and may not have 
admitted even to himself that he felt it. 

He answered my letter (FL #265) with a letter (now lost) that was less 
conciliatory than his earlier one, and I answered in turn with FL #266. The first part of 
this — was as callous as the preceding letter, FL #265. But in the second half— of FL 
#266 I revealed to my brother my love for him to an extent that I'd never done before, 
and at the same time I revealed a great deal about the nature of that love. I did this by 
recounting two dreams that I'd had about him. One was the dream I'd had at the age of 
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seven or eight in which I saw him as emaciated and starving, as described in Chapter II 
ex' 

jap. 71. The other dream is too long and complicated to be recounted here. Suffice it to 
say that it showed that my love for my brother was of a paternal or condescending kind 
- I did not see him as an equal but as one who needed guidance and protection; and I 
even gave partial expression to the element of contempt that was in my feelings toward 
him. 

In his reply (which has not been preserved), Dave expressed gratitude for the 
affection demonstrated by my dreams, and said that I cared about him more than 
anyone else ever had, which quite possibly was true. This was the letter in which he 
said that he had previously feared that I'd had a hatred for him so great that I could not 
^acknowledge it._(See ChapterJLp. 69.)__ 

I was surprised at the degree of gratitude that my brother expressed, and also at 
the fact that he showed no resentment over the condescending and contemptuous 
aspects of my attitude toward him. I was softened, and felt badly about the harshness 
of some of the things I’d said. In later letters I tried to take some of sting out of them. 

For example: 

"[l]n regard to the implication in my last letter that I see you as weak, I’d like to 
qualify that, since you might think the judgement is harsher than what I intend. ... 

"I received your last letter and note that it shows your usual generosity of 
character. Instead of being sore over the negative parts of my attitude toward you, you 
were favorably impressed by the positive parts." — 

And two-and-a-half years later 
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"By the way, as long as I’m on this sort of subject, you'll recall that exchange of 
letters we had a few years ago in which I sharply criticized the motives behind your 
philosophical opinions. ... I tend to get hot and angry in frustrating circumstances, 
and for that reason my criticisms of you, though they did in a general way represent my 
real opinions and feelings, were harsher and more uncompromising than they would 
have been if I'd written about them in a completely calm state. The things I wrote then 
should have been softened and qualified a good deal." — 

I also made a point of praising Dave when there was an opportunity to do so. 

For instance, when he described how he'd dug himself a hole to live in, I complimented 
him on his foresight in cutting the sides at a slant; — and I praised a particularly 

_eloquent passage that he'd-written about the religion of-the African Pigmies:--l-like-this 

passage so well that I have copied it in my notebook. So there you stand amongst all 
kinds of famous writers whome [sic] I have quoted from time to time in my notes." 

Later I wrote: 

"For the last couple of years you seem to have been much more communicative 
in your letters than you used to be. Of course I don't care for all your letters, but some 
of them I find quite interesting and enjoyable to read. That your last letter was one of 
the more interesting ones you can deduce from the length of the reply I've written to 
it." — 

But all this cannot have healed the wounds I inflicted on my brother with my 
cutting remarks, and, given his sense of psychological subordination to me, I can easily 
understand now why he felt I was overbearing. 
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****** 


In the letter (FL #266) in which I described the two dreams I'd had about him, I 
told my brother that I wanted to drop our correspondence on philosophical issues 
because it was a waste of time. — Actually I wanted to drop it not only because it was a 
waste of time, but also because trying to discuss anything with my brother was a source 
of irritation and frustration. For a while he cooperated by not raising those issues in his 
letters, but it proved very hard to avoid getting into similar wrangles with him on other 
subjects. I would write something with which he disagreed, he would reply with some 
vague, elaborate, interminable argument, and I would find it extremely difficult to resist 
the impulse to point out the flaws in his reasoning, not because I was anxious to 
..convince hirrLQf. anything, butbecause to me aJailacious-argumentJsJike a stone in my_ 
shoe. Then he would answer with an elaborate rationalization that generally failed to 
address the points I'd raised and often misstated or misinterpreted what I'd said. He 
tended to resort to accusations that I was being "scientific" or "positivistic" or something 
along those lines. For example, in a discussion that we had in 1989, he said he 
suspected that there was a "logical agenda behind [my] 
criticisms." — 

****** 

I am truly ashamed of the verbal cruelty I inflicted on my brother. Yet, given my 
personality traits and those of the members of my family, and the relationships that 
existed between us, there was no way I could have gotten along comfortably with them, 
and if I hadn't revealed to Dave my contempt for him in the way I did, I probably would 
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have had to do so in some other way. But I could have avoided this by simply breaking 
off communications with my whole family. I eventually did break off with them, but it 
would have been better for all of us if I had done so twenty years earlier. 
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NOTES TO CHAPTER XI 


1. I want to make it clear that this does not mean that my brother became in 
any sense a Nazi sympathizer. 

2. After my brother got hold of a letter I'd written to my mother (which is 
referred to later on) in which I sneered at his pretensions to superiority, he wrote me: "I 
feel I am superior to most people ... ." (Ca) FL #245, letter from David Kaczynski to 
me, late summer or fall of 1981, p. 2. 

3. (Ca) FL #245, letter from David Kaczynski to me, late summer or fall of 
1981, p. 6: "About democracy, surely you don't believe democracy is still viable - if 
only because 'democracy' in a mass culture is no longer democracy as originally 
conceived." This is quite reasonable so far as it goes; but see further on in the text. 

4. (Ca) FL #242, letter from my parents to me, August, 1981. See Note 40 
of Chapter VII. 

5. (Ca) FL #246, letter from David Kaczynski to me, late summer or fall of 

4981. - Won!tremembenanything abouttheJetteiLtawhich_Dave says myJetter-was_a_ 

reply. It apparently has not survived. 

6. (Ca) FL #245, letter from David Kaczynski to me, late summer or fall of 

1981. 

7. Same, p. 3. 

8. Same, pp. 3, 4. 

9. Formulations that might at first seem to have another kind of meaning can 
be interpreted in terms of emotive content and empirically testable affirmations. Thus, 
for instance, an imperative sentence such as "Read philosophy!" may have an 
emotional impact on the hearer, and apart from that can be understood as meaning 
something like, 'The speaker wants the person addressed to read philosophy and is 
prepared to insist on it," a statement that can be tested empirically in various ways. 

I by no means claim to be an expert on the theory of meaning, and as far 
as 1 know it may be possible to demonstrate that the meaning of statements cannot 
always be analyzed in terms of emotional impact and empirically testable affirmations. 
But my brother did not attempt any rational demonstration of this kind. He only evaded 
the issue as described in the text. 


314 




10. (Ca) FL #245, letter from David Kaczynski to me, summer or fall of 1981 

P-4. 

11. The letter has not been preserved. 

12. (Ca) FL #245, letter from David Kaczynski to me, late summer or fall of 
1981, p. 6. Also, (Ga) Deed #5. 

13. The three dots are in the original. 

14. (Ca) FL #248, letter from me to David Kaczynski, late summer or fall of 
1981, pp. 1, 3, 4, 7-9, 20. In a few places where (the Xerox copy of) the copy of this 
letter that was mailed is illegible or has been doctored by the FBI, I have referred to the 
copy kept in the cabin. 

15. See Chapter VIII, Note 7. 

16. (Ca) FL #248, letter from me to David Kaczynski, late summer or fall of 
1981, p. 17. 

17. (Ca) FL #250, letter from David Kaczynski to me, probably early 1982, 
P-1- 


18. (Ca) FL #263, letter from me to David Kaczynski, July 30, 1982. This 
letter bears no date. I've assigned it to July 30, 1982 because the FBI has associated it 
with an envelope postmarked on that date. But my brother may have had the letter in 
the wrong envelope, and the FBI moreover makes mistakes rather frequently, so this 
date is uncertain. FL #262 seems to suggest that FL #263 and FL #264 may have 
been sent before May 29, 1982. However, for present purposes this is not important. 

19. (Ca) FL #264, letter from David Kaczynski to me, Summer, 1982. (The 
entire letter is reproduced in Appendix 5.) 

20. Same, p. 7. 

21. It was especially irritating to me that my brother read my letters so 
carelessly that he didn't know what I'd said. Earlier in this chapter I quoted from my 
letter (Ca) FL #248, in which I used the phrase "deep down inside." Referring to this 
letter, my brother wrote in (Ca) FL #264, p. 6: 

"1 wanted to point out what appear to me as misrepresentations of my 
thought-process in your letter. You said I propose to know things by 'feeling them deep 
down inside'." 


But, as I wrote later in (Ca) FL #265, p. 2: 
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"You [Dave] wrote: You [Ted] said I propose to know things by "feeling 
them deep down inside." 1 1 am rather irritated by this, because if you will take the 
trouble to re-read my letter you will see that I said no such thing. On the contrary, I saii 
twice that you feel 'deep down inside' certain things that you refused to admit to 
yourself consciously." (The reader can confirm this by referring to the part of FL #248 
that was quoted earlier.) 

Another example of my brother's tendency to absorb in garbled form 
things that I wrote him was provided in the letter that he wrote me in answer to FL #265 
That letter of his is now lost, but I referred to it in my letter to him, FL #266, pp. 1, 2: 

"I find it very irritating that you often change around the things I have 
written in order to suit your own purposes. You wrote, 'insofar as you see me as being 
unwilling to entertain negative ideas about myself... .' If you will check back you will 
find that I explicitly said I did not mean that you were incapable of entertaining negative 
opinions about yourself." 

Reference to the part of FL #248 that was quoted earlier will confirm that I 

was right. 

22. (Ca) FL #264, letter from David Kaczynski to me, Summ er, 19 8 2, p. 2. 


23. Same, p. 7. 

24. In referring to my brother's "position" I was speaking very loosely, since, in 
his letters to me, he didn't develop anything coherent enough to be called a position. 
The theme of his letters was simply a generalized rejection of all my criticisms on the 
vague grounds that they were "rigid", "dogmatic", "positivistic", etc. 

25. (Ca) FL #265, letter from me to David Kaczynski, Summer, 1982, pp. 4-6. 
The bracketed words "[you]" and "[your]" were in the original as I wrote it to Dave. 

26. (Ca) FL #266, letter from me to David Kaczynski, Summer, 1982, pp. 1-5. 

27. Same, pp. 5-10. 

28. (Ca) FL #271, letter from me to David Kaczynski, September, 1982. 

29. (Ca) FL #329, letter from me to David Kaczynski, March 15,1986, p. 6. 

30. (Ca) FL #279, letter from me to David Kaczynski, December 10,1983, 

pp.1,2. 

31. Same, pp. 4, 5. 




J 
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32. (Ca) FL #299, letter from me to David Kaczynski, early 1985, p. 12. 

33. (Ca) FL #266, letter from me to David Kaczynski, Summer, 1982, p. 1. 

34. (Ca) FL #399, letter from David Kaczynski to me, probably September, 

1989, p. 9. 
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CHAPTER XII 


Rather interesting is the inconsistency of my brother's attitudes toward mental 

illness. Significant in this respect is a letter - of his that I quoted in the Introduction, pp. 

27, 28. It is suggested that the reader review this letter now. 

* * * * * * 

The Washington Post, evidently on the basis of information provided by my 
mother and/or my brother, wrote: 

"The family felt that Ted was projecting his own problems into his brutal critiques 
of others. He could talk of a madman in the hills in one letter, and Wanda wondered, 'Is 
this how he sees himself?' In another letter he insisted one of David’s friends was 
schizophrenic and sent letters detailing how David shou ld hel p his friend." - 

The "madman in the hills" was one Al Pinkston (now d eceas ed), an obvious 
paranoiac who believed that the Lincoln area was infested with KGB agents. My 
neighbor Gr-Uffi'and I met him somewhere in the Dalton Mountain or Sauerkraut Creek 
area about December, 1974. The story is told in a letter to my parents, which has 
survived, - and, in more detail, in my journal. - There is nothing in either account that 
suggests that I saw myself as a "madman in the hills." 

What is interesting here is that when I told my brother this story, he said that he 
himself had long been trying to escape from reality, and he envied Al Pinkston for 
having achieved such an escape. (!?) Don’t ask me to explain it - all I know is^that’s 'J 
what my brother said! 

As for the statement that I "insisted one of David's friends was schizophrenic", 




the friend in question was 




and I did not "insist" that he was 


ex' 

* / 

. ,?(. •*> 


schizophrenic, i argued that there was a good chance that the problem of which Jeel * 
complained was schizophrenia, or at least had some neurological basis. I did not 
"detail how David should help his friend," but merely suggested that my brother might 
consider advising (directly or through his father) to consult a neurologist or 
psychiatrist. The reader can judge for himself from the relevant letters, excerpts from 
which follow: 

Dave to Ted: SY 

"[Jeef] called me ... 4 or 5 times last summer, usually promises to write a letter L fr-c/ 
to me, but never does. A couple years ago ... I loarned [sic] him an essay I had 

written on condition that h e ret urn it by mail w ithi n a mont h or tw o. H owever, I didn’t ge _ 

it back for nearly two years, after repeated requests by phone and mail, and what’s 
more, he never did get around to reading it. ... , 

"Actually, confesses to having a serious problem, which he traces back to 
the head injury inflicted on him by his mother." - \ 


Dave had told me years before that doe\ had a silver plate in his skull because 
when he was a small child his mother went crazy and bashed him on the head with a 


hammer. 


My brother's letter continues: 

"Apparently, he’s been finding it difficult to function in many of the expected, 
conventional ways. The problem seems to be compounded by a curious sort of 
obsession he appears to have with it - spending virtually all his extra money, and some 
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of his father's (obtained on at least one occasion by false pretexts) on a variety of 
dubious treatments, some at the hands of obvious quacks - for instance, a man 
who 'put crystals on ... - (his) body'. Needless to say, I’m worried about him, 
moreso [sic] in that I’ve been unable to make aJo$ [sic] of sense out of his own 
description of his complaint, and am left instead only with a variety of peculiar 
symptoms to consider." - 


dGcrM—- 

? 


Ted to Dave: 


<fV 


"I'm sorry to hear about JegJ. I only met him once, but he seemed like a nice 
fellow. I wonder whether the head injury is really responsible for his problems, or 
whether he got a bad gene from his mother?" - 
Ted to Dave: 




"I just thought of something. I recently read a book on schizophrenia. It seems 
that the disease is caused by a certain chemical abnormality in the brain. Apparently 
they now have drugs that can effectively control th^isease except in the most severe 
cases. You ought to send a copy of that book to Jeel's father. As you know, I don't 
approve of all this fancy technology stuff, miracle drugs and so forth, but I hate to think 
of the poor guy going to creeps who 'put crystals on his body' and crap like that when 
there are drugs that would probably do the trick. ... The title [of the book] is 'The 
Schizophrenias - yours and mine'...." - 


Ted to Dave: 




A 


"1 scribbled that note [about JetfPs problem] at the last minute before sending the A 

\\ 

letter... . Of course, I don't know for a fact that JeeJ's problem is schizophrenia, but it cte 




does seem rather likely ... ." - 

Ted to Dave: 

"I read that a number of normal people, as part of an experiment, signed 
themselves into public and private mental institutions all over the U.S. They later had 
some difficulty in getting released, and eventually were all released as 'schizophrenics 
in remission 1 !! —' ... 

"As you know, I take a dim view of miracle drugs and all that technological crap, 
and I would respect someone who made an intelligent decision not to use that stuff - I 
might well make such a decision myself in such a case - but it is disgusting that people 
who may be in severe suffering are victimized by crackpot psychoanalysts and people 

who ’put crystals on their bodyiandI shit like th at. ... [Ylou might think whether you_ 

can find some way of calling to Jed’s father’s attention these facts about schizos - if 
you think that may be Jod’s problem." — 

Dave to Ted: 

"I looked for the book you recommended about scizophrenia [sic] in the local 
library, but I couldn’t find it. As you can imagine, I would be more prone to look for the 
causes of mental illness in skewered [sic] perceptions or thought processes (or even in 
the ’insanity 1 of society itself 32 ') than in brain chemistry. ... I would point out that 
society has a vested interest in treating non-conformist behavior as if it revealed 
something wrong solely with the individual, rather than including the people or the 
society around him. .. . [SJociety would be more interested in alleviating the symptoms 
of a ’problem’ (to make the individual’s behavior more manageable or to refuse coming 
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to terms with the perceptions it entails) than to treat it’s [sic] causes, consequently the 
empirical methods of behavioral science are tailor-made for promoting society’s 
interests. . . . [Tjhere is no sharp line dividing mental illness from sanity. Any precise 
diagnostic tool would have to claim a nearly universal consensus for its implicit theory 
of reality - when as a matter of fact no such consensus exists. ... What you might call 
the grounds of belief formation is such a wide-open territory that it would be hard to say 
that any single peculiarity of belief could be used as evidence for mental illness. [My 


brother was overlooking the fact that I did not refer to any of Jeefs beliefs in suggesting 
that he had schizophrenia.] 

"... After visiting E^eet] for a week ... I strongly doubt that even most of the 
hard-core brain theorists wo uld recommend h im for c hemi cal ther apy. To a lar ge_ 


extent, I was relieved by what I found. He has no hallucinations. [Actually, Jeet 
admitted to investigators that he did have hallucinations. For example, he once had a 
vision of a heart, which he believed was his own, with yellow and black weasel-like 
creatures swarming around it. —'] His emotions are fairly even. He is no longer taking 
crystal therapy (but he is spending a great deal of money on what sound to me like very 
controversial massage treatments. When I questioned him about them, his descriptions 
and explanations plunged quickly into a sort of metaphysical poetry that I found 
delightful and intellectually tantalizing - but without fully quashing my doubts about the 
efficacy of the treatment. His self-consciousness seemed to be peeking out at me from 
behind this nebulous cloud of theories, and I truly couldn’t make up my mind whether 
he was badly deceiving himself or whether in fact his major need was for support and 
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understanding from his friends and family to face an issue of incredible subtlety). When 
speaking about politics, philosophy, and religion his mind is very sharp and creative, 
and he has no difficulty expressing or receiving ideas in a way that is easily 
understandable to anyone who has staked out some similar intellectual ground. 

But in some ways, he struck me far more oddly than ever before. His personal habits 
are grotesque. For instance, he seems to have a chronically runny nose, and when he 
isn’t wiping it with his hands, the snots often run down and collect around his upper lip, 
for example when he is distracted or becomes excited in discussions. He has also 

S'cnvuj bu/TO 

developed a chronic cough which he claims is se mcwha ^connected with his nebulous jl. 
’problem’. He claims his sense of time is very poor, but I saw no outward evidence of 


that. He has borrowed extensive funds from his father, ostensibly to complete his law- 


school education, but in fact to pursue non-traditional therapies. ... In other, less- 
easily described ways he has behaved oddly as well, although not so oddly as to tempt 
me to describe him as crazy rather than simply eccentric. ... 

"... I confess I’m not hopeful. Maybe he will continue slowly deteriorating as 
the years pass by. ... 

".. . [D]o you still think I ought to pursue the possibility of getting chemical 
treatment for JteeJ- at this time?" — 

Ted to Dave: 

’The objective diagnostic tests mentioned in the book do not claim to determine 
whether anyone is sane or insane (as far as I can remember, the word ’insanity’ was 
never used in the book). ... 
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"As for explaining mental illness on the basis of 'the "insanity" of society itself' 
this is certainly plausible in many cases, since our society often uses 'mental illness 1 as 
a label to pin on anything it disapproves of. — But this is not reasonable in the case of 
schizophrenia, or at least not in the more severe cases of schizophrenia. Example: 
some severely schizophrenic children walk awkwardly with their legs wide apart as if 
they had difficulty keeping their balance; the reason is that to them, the floor appears to 
be heaving and pitching under their feet. Are you going to argue that the floor really is 
heaving and pitching and that society is insane for regarding it as stationary? 

"... My knowledge is of course very limited, but on the basis of what you told 
me I’d say Jee+ is a likely candidate for schizophrenia. ... 

"In many cases schizophrenia gets worse with time. In such cases, if I _ 

remember correctly, the book said it was important to begin treatment early, because 
later the problem may be more difficult to control. 

"... On the other hand, specialists may be over-enthusiastic about the use of 
their own tools, and may exaggerate the benefits of the drugs and minimize the 
undesirable side-effects. 

"... Also, there are all kinds of value-judgements involved in whether or not one 
wants to use such drugs, even if one has already concluded that they will benefit the 
individual patient in the purely medical sense. I won’t discuss those here - you can 
make up your own mind. 

"... [Y]ou can probably get [that book] through the interlibrary loan service. ... 

"Okay, once you read that book, you'll know everything about schiz. that I do, so 
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let's drop the subject. I get sick of these interminable discussions by letter... & 

My brother, however, seems to have been unwilling to drop the subject, for he 

$} 2 > 

responded with another long letter about Je#, from which I quote only the following: 

"I did as you suggested and through the inter-library loan system, obtained and 
read the book you recommended .... Joel. . . claims to feel some time disorientation, 
and also to feel some dissociation of mind and body - but doesn’t display any other of 
the major symptoms of schizophrenia that I could tell; least of all does he seem 
alienated from human relationships (only from society, in a way that is quite explicable 
and probably justifiable), incapable of affection, self-destructive, hallucinatory, or 
humorless. . . . Perhaps if^eTs^pfoblem' has some relation to a chemical imbalance, 
then his intellectual subtlety and brillianc e m a y be o ne of the effects as well. Would t he 


drugs serve to inhibit... these positive qualities as well? ... [Y]ou can appreciate the 

dramatic character of the responsibility I would be assuming if I led Jeef into the hands 

of some doctors who had no way of appreciating the loss their treatment might 

pr¬ 
ocession. ... [Wjhereas you would tend to regard Jeep’s abstruse philosophizing as 

belonging to the realm of fantasy, possibly even to the symptoms of a disease, my own 

viewpoint inclines me to interpret them differently, even as signs of a richer, fuller 

intuition of reality, indeed, of 'health' itself." — 

I had never even mentioned JeeVs philosophical opinions, much less suggested 

that they were symptoms of disease. My brother's letter continued: 

"He says he has a problem which he can't fully explain but which is preventing 

him from using his talents in life. ... He conveys the impression of someone laboring 






>1 
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under a heavy but invisible burden." — (See Appendix 6.) 

In a letter of which only the first page has been preserved, I wrote: 

"I still think there's a good chance that [Jeefej problem is schizophrenia. Take 
his personal oddities like the snots running down his lip. Is there any way of explaining 
this in terms of emotional [needs] — or problems, philosophical attitudes, or anything of 
that sort? To me it sounds just senseless." — 

Dave to Ted: 

"[Y]ou seem to be ignoring my strong disinclination to accept the concepts which 
undergird medicine’s view of the brain-mind relationship to begin with, namely, that 
brain function has a strict causal relationship to thought-processes, and secondly, that 
brain functions can be describe d normative ly, whethe r ex plicitly or not, with the effect_ 


that certain non- 'common-sense' points of view get to be labeled as invalid - are in 


effect regarded as symptoms or phenomena rather than Doints of view at all. .. . 
[F]ailing a clear-cut syndrome, I'd feel reluctant to put-[Jeet] in the hands of doctors 
whom I wouldn’t trust for a minute to appreciate his 'spiritual' side, and whose 
professional narrowness and presuppositions might cause them to do some really 
dangerous tinkering. Suppose they said, 'Yeah, he’s a mild schizophrenic.' So then 
they begin trying out different drugs on him. Meanwhile, Jeel, who feels a great 
yearning for understanding and communication, feels instead that he’s being treated 
more like a physical object than a human being. Do you really trust doctors so much 
that you would feel confidence in their professional, let alone their human judgement 
when it came to a case as complicated as ieel’s appears to be? Especially when you 
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consider the utterly abysmal historical record of the medical profession in the field of 
'mental health' - from lobotomies to shock treatments to the mostly unwholesome and 
misguided self-preoccupations that psychoanalysis appears to stimulate. Also, when 
you consider how fully integrated these nerds are in the (to me) unwholesome value- 

I 

and economic structures of our present culture. [Sic] ... I don’t think Jeei is suffering I <7* 
acutely, or at least not akrt [sic] more than most of us are, afflicted with the craziness 
and senselessness of this modern form of life." — 




^Or- 


Apparently referring to my earlier suggestion that he should communicate with 


Jeep's father, Dave added, "At present, I fear 'going behind his back’ might be a grave 
mistake." — 

Ted to Dave: _ 




"In my last letter I hope I didn't give the impression that I was trying to persuade 
you to persuade JeeUo get drug treatment.... 

"I agree that there is no clear-cut line dividing insanity from sanity, and that 
'mental illness' often is a mere label pinned on those who don’t act as society demands. 
Further, I would question whether 'mental illness’ and 'insanity' are even useful 
concepts - except that they are useful as propaganda tools. On the other hand, when 
someone is tormented by strange visions and disagreeable feelings that pass through 
his head owing to a hereditary peculiarity of brain chemistry, it seems absurd to refrain 

*> 

from calling his condition a disease. Many schizophrenics themselves regard their 

c 

condition as a disease and would much prefer to be rid of it. Note that Jeel himself 
considers that he has a 'problem' - severe enough so that he has spent a great deal of 
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money on it. On the other hand, it is questionable whether the mildest forms of schizo¬ 
phrenia should be considered as disease, since if I remember correctly what I read 
they may enhance creativity and result only in minimal distortion of thought and percep¬ 
tion. And, as you remarked, a great deal of irrationality is normal to human beings 
anyway. 

"As to the use of drugs - you well know my feelings about the technological 
invasion of human dignity. In principle one should resist any step toward interfering in 
the human mind by technological means. On the other hand, here is this poor guy with 
a problem, looking for help and getting taken for large sums of money by fakes and 
crackpots, and who could very possibly be helped quite effectively by a drug that would 

take a kink out of the chemistry of his brai n - it seems almost heartless not to t ry to _ 

point him in the right direction. 

"Besides the foregoing, other questions could be raised about using or not using 
drugs. Luckily, it's a decision that I don't have to make - I have the luxury of being able 
to just dump the problem in your lap."—' 

If I remember correctly, my brother answered me with a letter (now lost) in which 

£*- v/ 

he dismissed everything I'd said about <loel on the grounds that I had unspecified 
"science-based assumptions" or something along those lines. I was, as usual, irritated 
by my brother's rationalizations, but in this instance I kept my temper. Instead of 
pursuing the subject further, I simply suggested to Dave that he should talk to his friend 

SV gy - / 

Date.Es. about JeeL w (Dais Es. had considerable influence over Dave, and at that C)K 

— ^ 

time I thought he had more common sense than Dave did.) 
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In this series of letters, clearly, I wasn't trying to tell my brother what action (if \ 

any) to take in regard to JeS. I was simply trying to get him to face squarely the c% u „ 

ck. 

dilemma with which he was confronted: His friend was suffering, was seeking help, and 
could possibly get it from drug treatment; on the other hand, there were various 
philosophical, sociopolitical, and personal factors that argued against persuading him to 
seek such treatment. What irritated me was that, instead of facing the dilemma 
honestly and then making a decision one way or the other, my brother invented 
rationalizations (some of which were quite irrelevant) fordoing nothing. 

I think what was really going on here was something like this: For obvious 
reasons, my brother would have found it difficult to approach his friend about going to ; 
psychiatrist or a neurologist. But at th e same t im e he didn't want to feel that he was 
leaving a suffering friend in the lurch, so he invented rationalizations to justify his 
inaction. When I persisted in trying to get him to face the dilemma honestly, his ego 
conflict with big brother came into play, and, in order to avoid what he would have felt 
as a defeat at my hands, he plunged further into rationalization. 


My brother visited me in Montana a few weeks after we had concluded our 




exchange of letters about Joel, and while he was with me we again discussed his C-/* 
friend's problem. Dave attacked my supposed rationalist "assumptions," and in 
reference to schizophrenics who saw the floor heaving and pitching under them, he 
said, "Maybe the floor really is heaving." I resisted the temptation to argue with him ^ 

about it, since I knew it was useless . 231 jgg 

During the same two-week visit, - my brother talked about our cousin New. He 







toid me that she'd been diagnosed with schizophrenia, and that she was taking drugs 

for it. He said that she was "almost normal" as long as she was on the drugs, but that 

o 

she "went crazy" when she tried to do without them. In reference to the fact that Mo ra 
was genetically related to us, he added, "Gee, I hope we haven't got anything like that." 

$ S" 

When discussing Ne»'s case he unhesitatingly assumed that schizophrenia was 
undesirable and raised no questions about the utility of the drugs; he did not say 
anything about mental illness being caused by the "insanity of society itself," nor did he 
suggest that the hallucinations of schizophrenics might be real. — 

What is remarkable is that my brother seemed completely unaware of the 
inconsistency between his attitude toward mental iilness when discussing Nora's case 


and his attitude when discussing the case of his frie nd ^loe Ult is not u nco mmon for m y 
brother to express contradictory attitudes or opinions without apparently noticing the 
inconsistencies involved. I attribute this to his mental laziness. He is so little in the 


habit of thinking, that even the most obvious contradictions often escape his 
observation. 

Thus it is entirely possible that until he reads this chapter, he will remain 
unaware of the inconsistency between his attitudes toward mental iilness as expressed 
in his letters, and his recent attempts to portray me as mentally ill, as in his interviews 
with the New York Times — and the Sacramento Bee, — and on 60 Minutes. — He 
showed there not only that he was ready to conclude I was mentally ill on flimsy 
evidence, but that he wanted me to be subjected to presumably involuntary "treatment" 
under conditions of confinement: 
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"MIKE WALLACE: The Kaczynski family . . . want him locked away, and treated 

•i 28 / 

Compare this with Dave's response to my suggestion that Joel should be 
advised merely to investigate the possibility of taking treatment under voluntary 
conditions. Qf - eours e , my brother was lying about m e to th e-m cdia, and at s om e leveP - 
he must hav e rea l ized that he wao ly i ng, ye t at the - sa m e time l Te - probablya ti easl half- ^ 
believed his own lies. (Mv mother and h rnth^r are al ike in thnt th™/ hnvn nn nt n hl c 
of - bo l iofc, values,- or p ri nciplcci. I nstead, thoir attitud e s an d -opiniona fluctuat e- wildly in ^ 
orde r to suit their emoti o na l ne e ds of th e mom e nt.)- 3 

Earlier, in 1991, Ig Hida - PQtr tk took two of my letters to her psychiatrist, a certain 

Dr. Mitchell who (according to Linda) practices " pr imal therapy," what ever that ma y_ 

be. — According to an FBI report, Dave told the FBI that Dr. Mitchell said that I was 
"not psychotic, but definitely paranoid and possibly dangerous." — Since my brother 
often gets his information garbled, it is not at all certain that Dr. Mitchell actually said 
this, but if he did say it, then it seems to me that he was irresponsible in making such a 
statement on the basis of two letters that I wrote to my family, when he could not have 
had any knowledge of the history of my relations with my family (apart from what Dave 
and Linda may have told him, which he ought to have realized might be heavily biased). 

To judge from the description of these letters given in the FBI reports, they must 
have been FL #458, in which I argued in emotional terms that my parents' treatment of 
me had contributed to my lack of social self-confidence, and FL#461, in which I asked 
my brother, also in emotional terms, to persuade my mother to cooperate with my need 




to break off relations with the family. These letters were discussed in Chapter IV pp 

126-128, 131. The reader will recall from p . 131 t hat I intentionally exaggerated my C.W. 

-— a, 

feelings in FL #461 in order to jolt my brother into taking the action I wanted. ^ ^ 

After my letters had been shown to Dr. Mitchell, either Dave, or Linda acting with 

Dave's consent, sent copies of the letters to a physician in Montana whom I had ] 

consulted once or twice, and even telephoned the doctor in an effort to have me 1 

referred to a psychiatrist. (The doctor, who apparently was sensible enough to realize / 

that this was a case of intra-family vindictiveness and not of mental illness, was / ©*{**■•*■£ - 

/ MMXS 

unresponsive to their request.) M 9 m ,cM~o& 

From the 60 Minutes interview: 

_"LESLIE STAHL: Is it true that you had actually talked about having [Ted]_ 

committed? 

"LINDA PATRIK: We were advised that it was extremely difficult to get someone 


committed. 


Li L_ 

f 


"DAVE KACZYNSKI: We were told that he had to be a danger -a - a 
demonstrable danger to himself or to others ...." — 

Again, the reader is invited to compare my brother's attitude here with the 
attitude toward mental illness that he expressed in his letters about JeeL Notice that all 
this happened several years before my arrest, so that Dave can't claim he was trying to 
portray me as mentally ill in order to save me from the death penalty. 




This is as good a place as any to address the issue of the supposed 
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"shutdowns" attributed to me by my brother and my mother. The issue is difficult to 
deal with, because, naturally, one can seldom find documentation for the fact that 
something did not occur, especially if the times of the supposed occurrences are 
unspecified or if the only living witnesses would have been the persons (in this 
instance, my brother and mother) who are claiming that the events did occur. But the 
reader may perhaps be willing to accept my word over that of my brother and mother: I 
have already shown that they have made untruthful statements about me in a number 
of other instances; and my own honesty, as well as the excellence of my long-term 
memory, have been attested to in writing by the chief investigator in my case. — 

In case the reader imagines that I don't remember the "shutdowns" because they 
were some sort of tranc e durin g which I was un c on scious, I point out that m y brothe r _ 
and mother represented the shutdowns as occurring on numerous occasions, 
beginning in my childhood. If I had had such trances, it is simply incredible that no one 
would ever have told me about them and that my mother never told our pediatrician 
about them. There is no mention of any such thing in the medical records. 

For that matter, nowhere in the family correspondence, or in any other surviving 
document created before my brother's contact with the FBI, is there any mention of the 
supposed shutdowns (except my unresponsiveness after hospitalization at the age of 
nine months, which we dealt with in Chapter I, and certain adolescent sulks that we will 
mention below, which hardly qualify as "shutdowns".) On April 12, 1996, eight days 
after my arrest and well before her media interviews, my mother had an interview with 
Investigator #1 that was devoted to an overview of my life. Investigator #1's report of 
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this interview covers nine single-spaced pages, and nowhere in it is there any mention 
of anything resembling the alleged shutdowns (except my reaction to the "hospital 
experience"). — 

Moreover, my brother's claims are not self-consistent. According to the FBI, my 
brother told them that the shutdowns occurred on "four distinct occasions." — But by 
the time my mother and my brother were interviewed by the Washington Post, the 
number of shutdowns appeared to have greatly increased: 'Though at times [Ted] 
seemed like a normal child ... every so often he would shut down, refusing to speak 
... ." — And, referring to my high-school years: 'The family remembers fewer shut¬ 
downs during that stretch." — 

_ln_my brother's-and-mother-s-accounts-of-the-shutdowns-itishard-taseparatathe 

conscious lies from the self-deceptions, and these from the simple errors of memory. 
Some of the accounts are so far from anything that actually happened that it seems 
impossible that conscious lying is not involved; but on the other hand, my brother and 
mother both are so adept at persuading themselves to believe what they want to 
believe, and their memories are so faulty, that it's possible that they did believe much of 
their own garbage. It would take more time and trouble than it's worth to review each of 
their statements about my supposed shutdowns, so I will mention only a few examples. 

According to the FBI, 

"DAVE stated that on four distinct occasions, TED has displayed a type of 
'almost catatonic' behavior.... The first was his withdrawal after a three-week [sic; 
actually five days] hospital stay when he was an infant. The second was during the 
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journey to begin college at Harvard, when his father noted that TED became 
uncommunicative and withdrawn for a period of some hours." — 

My father did not come with me on my "journey to begin college." Before I was \i 

St¬ 
even admitted to Harvard, I made a trip there with my father to look^he^chool^ver57 > ^ 

On the way home, for some reason, I was in a grumpy mood for a few hours and, when 

spoken to, I gave curt, ill-tempered answers. I was particularly gruff to the stewardess 

on our plane-ride back to Chicago, because she was very attractive and I knew that 

since I was only a kid she could have no interest in me. To call this behavior "almost 

catatonic" is silly. 

According to the Washington Post, 

_"OneL day,_as they, were planning_to hand.irLtheir_applicatiorL[taIeasa.a-piece of_ 

land in British Columbia in 1969], Ted shut down, without reason. 'I would walk up to 
him and say, "Well, are we going to do anything today?" And there would be no 
answer,' David said." - 

My brother told the New York Times much the same story, — and something 
similar is perhaps hinted at in a rather confusing sentence of the FBI report. — 

But no such thing ever happened. If Dave wasn't simply lying, then I can only 
explain his tale as follows. Because of his extreme psychological dependence on me 
(see Chapter VIII, pp. 219, 220), he was acutely sensitive to my moods and responses. 

If I were in a grumpy or uncommunicative mood for a day or two (as happens to most 
people now and then), my sullen demeanor would take on disproportionate importance 
in my brother's eyes. Since he is prone to get his facts garbled anyway (See Chapter 
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XIII, Note 20), it wouldn't be surprising if, a quarter century after the event, he really 
believed that I had refused to answer when spoken to. 

At most there may have been two or three occasions in my adult life when, for a 
brief period, I have refused to answer when spoken to, and those would have been 
times when I was extremely angry at members of my family; for example, following the 
Ellen Tarmichael affair. Refusing to speak is a very common way of showing anger. — 

On the basis of its interviews with my brother and mother, the Washington Post 
reported: 

"[E]very so often [Ted] would shut down, refusing to speak or make eye contact, 
staring downward, out of reach." — 

_This,_againjs_false. .The closest it comes to realityjs_this:_Many_times during_ 

my earlier teens (age twelve to fifteen?) after a quarrel with my parents or some 

iAxjau.-t 

outburst of verbal abuse by them, I would go into a sulk and lie on the couch, or on a Su-CU 

otttactCS. 

bed, with my face buried in the cushions or the pillow, perhaps for as long as an hour or a*v 

do 

two. I certainly could not have been "staring downward" with my face buried in attic Jc 


cushions. Often my mother would come to comfort me and stroke my head, and in 
such case I would sometimes push her away; — but sometimes I would voice some of 
my complaints about the way my parents were treating me, and my mother would 
promise improvement. But of course there was never any lasting change in her or my 
father’s behavior. 

If this kind of reaction on my part was abnormal, then I'm certainly not the only 
abnormal one in the family, because my mother, in middle age, would often go into 
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sulks, lasting sometimes two or three days, during which she would spend most of her 

time lying on her bed. When spoken to, she would answer either not at all or with some 

seif-pitying whining about how badly the world was treating her. 

****** 

Apart from the myth of the "shutdowns," my mother and brother have told so 
many other lies in their effort to portray me as mentally ill that it would be impractical to 
reply to them all, so I will deal with only three examples. 

1. From the Washington Post: 

"When his father saw Theodore's violent reaction to a rabbit killed during a 
hunting trip, he gave up the sport." — 

_To my knowledge,_my father never hunted but once in hislife.Though±was_ 

very young at the time, I remember the occasion clearly. Ralph Meister had a friend 
who owned a farm and often hunted rabbits on it. The farmer once invited Ralph and 
my father to hunt with him. I went to the farm with my parents but, to my 
disappointment, I was not allowed to go out with the hunters. Though Ralph and the 
farmer both had shotguns and my father had only his old .22, my father was the one 
who killed the rabbit. I was proud of him for it. I persuaded my mother to let me watch 
while the rabbit was being skinned, and I expressed disappointment at the fact that I 
wouldn't get to eat any of it. (The farmer probably wanted to let the meat age for a few 
days.) My reaction to the death of the rabbit was in no sense violent or emotional, and 
my father didn't "give up" hunting, because he had never been in the habit of hunting in 
the first place. 
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2. According to the Sacramento Bee : 

"Ted preferred classical music by Vivaldi and Bach that 'had mathematical 
perfection and symmetry,' his brother said. '! can't ever recall him singing songs or 
listening to lyrics.'" — 

This has to be a conscious lie, because throughout my adolescence, through my 
twenties and into my thirties, one of my favorite pastimes was singing songs to 
contrapuntal guitar or zither accompaniments that I composed myself. Among the 
songs that I sang in the hearing of my brother (and I mean that I sang the lyrics, I didn't 
just hum the tunes) were "The Wabash Cannonball," "Battle Hymn of the Republic," 
'Tramp, Tramp, Tramp," an obscene variant of "Billy Boy," various Christmas carols, 
etc._etc._ 

When my brother sang, he accompanied himself on the guitar only with chords, 
and more than once he complimented me on the ingenuity of my contrapuntal 
accompaniments. Then one evening in 1979 at our parents' home in Lombard, he 
came out of his room carrying our zither and walked into the living room, where I was 
reading. Without a word he sat down and sang a song, with a good contrapuntal 
accompaniment of his own devising. When he was finished I complimented him on the 
accompaniment. Without acknowledging my compliment or saying anything else, he 
got up and marched back to his room. Evidently it was important to him to show that 
he, too, could compose clever accompaniments. 

3. According to the New York Times, after our friend Juan Sanchez Arreola 
was hurt in an accident, 
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"David said Ted wanted to do something for Mr. Sanchez, but his solution 
'reveals that in some ways he was out of touch.' 'He read about a millionaire who would 
receive requests for money and decide who to give it to. Ted decided this was the best 
way to get help for Juan, to pay his medical bills, and he drafted a letter that he sent to 
me. I was supposed to get an O.K. from Juan and send it to the millionaire. And 
of course, we never heard. For an intelligent person it seemed so ... extremely 
naive.' 

The millionaire in question was Percy Ross, who then had (and for all I know 
may still have) a column that appeared in certain newspapers. People would write him 
with requests for money. Some very small percentage of the letters were answered in 

- Ross's column, ancLthawriters-OithoseJetters wouldreceive gifts ofmoneyforihe_ 

more-or-less worthy purposes they had described. I didn't "decide this was the best 
way to get help for Juan." I simply couldn't think of anything else, since I had little 
money myself. So of course I felt there was no harm in writing to Ross. I was well 
aware of the fact that the chances of success were very small, and my brother knew 
that I was aware of it, because in the same envelope in which I sent a letter to Dave I 
enclosed a letter that I asked him to give to Juan, in which I wrote, among other things: 

"My brother or I will write to this rich man to find out if he will help you to pay your 
debt, but this millionaire receives thousands of requests and can grant only a few. Still, 
it will do no harm to write him. Who knows? It's possible that he may help you." — 
(Translated from Spanish.) 

At the time, my brother gave no indication that he thought me "out of touch" or 
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"naive” for writing to Percy Ross. In fact, he wrote me: 


"Juan thanks you for your interest in his case. ... Of course, I’ve explained to / 
him that this is just a wild chance, so he shouldn’t get his hopes up. His case, however 
is truly unique, since although poor, he is not eligible for public assistance or, 
apparently, Medi-caid while his application for residency is pending. The millionaire 
might want to take into account that Juan contributed to our society with his labor for 
more than thirty years at very low wages .... Enclosed is a page summarizing the \ 

debts. We can get more details if the millionaire shows interest in Juan's case." — | 

So my reward for attempting to do a good deed (though admittedly at a very long 
shot) is that now my brother tries to use it to portray me as mentally ill. 
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NOTES TO CHAPTER XII 


FL #293, letter from David Kaczynski to me, October 1 or 2, 1984 



Washington Post, June 16, 1996, p. A21. 

FL #154, letter from me to my parents, late March, 1975, pp. 2, 3. 
Journals of TJK, Series III #5, March 26, 1975, pp. 32-36. 

FL #300, letter from David Kaczynski to me, March or April, 1985, 


6 . These three dots appear in my brother's letter. 

7. (Ca) FL#301, letter from me to David Kaczynski, April, 1985, p. 9. 

8 . (Ca) FL #338, letter from me to David Kaczynski, May 16,1986. 

9. (Ca) FL #339, letter from me to David Kaczynski, May, 1986, p. 1. 


10. See D. L. Rosenhan, "On Being Sane in Insane Places," Science, 

Vol. 179, No. 4070, January 19, 1973, pp. 250-258. At the time I wrote FL#341, I had 
not yet read this article; I was relying on the account of it given in Kenneth Donaldson, 
Insanity Inside Out, Crown Publishers, New York, 1976, p. 23. I read the Rosenhan 
article itself some time between February and April, 1988. See (Ba) Journals of TJK, 
Series VII #3, pp. 2-5, 29-33. 


11 . (Ca) FL #341, letter from me to David Kaczynski, June 2, 1986, pp. 2-4. 

12. Earlier my brother had written "[Wjhat is 'craziness,' socially defined, but 
that which lies beyond the pale of the social concepts?" (Ca) FL #330, letter from David 
Kaczynski to me, late March or early April, 1986, p. 24. 




13. (Qb) Written Investigator Report #122, June 10, 1997, pp. 5, 6. This 
entire report is reproduced in Appendix 6. 

14. (Ca) FL #342, letter from David Kaczynski to me, between June 2 and 
June 17, 1986, pp. 1-6. 

15. "[Hundreds of psychiatrists were apparently willing in 1964 to lend their 

names to the conclusion that Barry Goldwater was mentally unsound without examining 
him. Our culture is attuned to the concept of mental illness and its cure ... — 
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Herman Kahn and Anthony J. Wiener, The Year 2000: A Framework for Speculation 
on the Next Thirty-Three Years , The Macmillian Company, New York, 1967, p. 349 

16. (Ca) FL #343, letter from me to David Kaczynski, June 17, 1986. 

17. (Ca) FL #345, letter from David Kaczynski to me, between July 2 and 
August 11, 1986, pp. 2-6. 

18. It's not certain that "needs" is correct here, since most of the word has 
been "cut off' on the Xerox copy that. I have. 

19. (Ca) FL #346, letter from me to David Kaczynski, August 11,1986. 

20 . (Ca) FL #347, letter from David Kaczynski to me, August, 1986, pp. 3 - 6 . 

21. (Ca) FL #348, letter from me to David Kaczynski, August, 1986, pp. 1 , 2. 

22. (Ca) FL #349, letter from me to David Kaczynski, September 2 , 1986, 

p. 6 . 

23. (Ca) FL #401, letter from me to David Kaczynski, September or early 
October, 1989 (carbon copy kept in the cabin), p. 7: 


”[W]hen you came to visit me, in reference to schizophrenic children who 
see the floor heaving and tossing under them, you said, 'maybe the floor really is 
heaving ... .' [The three dots are in the original.] Of course you don’t really believe 
this — you just make that statement to confirm an ideology designed to satisfy your 
emotional needs. Where your ego and your ideology aren’t at stake, you take an ^ 

entirely different point of view. Thus, during the same visit, you mentioned Nora’s case. hF 2 
There - since no friend of yours was involved and your ego and ideology weren’t at 
stake - you unhesitatingly accepted the existence of schizophrenia, the undesirability 
of it, and the fact that drugs can bring a schizophrenic back to perception of reality. 

You also added, 'Gee, I hope we haven’t got anything like that'. If you really believed 
that the hallucinations of a schizophrenic were as real as the perceptions of a sane 
person, why would you 'hope we haven’t got anything like that'? 

"I refrained from pointing out the obvious contradictions in your expressed 
views because by that time I knew that it was hopeless to try to reason with you on that 
subject... ." 

24. The visit occupied the first two weeks of October, 1986. See (Ba) 

Journals of TJK, Series VII #3, November 1, 1986, p. 14. 

25. (Ha) NY Times Nat ., May 26, 1996. 
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26. (He) Sacramento Bee, January 19, 1997. 

27. (He) 60 Minutes, September 15, 1996. 

28. Same, Part Two, p. 13. My mother and brother were present and did not 
correct or contradict Mr. Wallace. 

29. The fact that Dr. Mitchell is Linda's psychiatrist is from (Qc) Written 
Reports by Investigator #2, p. 2. The fact that Linda said Dr. Mitchell gives "primal 
therapy" is from (Qa) Oral Report from Investigator #2, November 10, 1997. 

30. (Na) FBI 302 number 1, p. 17; FBI 302 number 3, p. 2. Also see Note 31. 

In contacting the Montana physician, my brother and his wife were decidedly "going 
behind my back." 

31. According to (Na) FBI 302 number 3, p. 2, my brother told the FBI that this 
letter ended in an "undecipherable scrawl." Both the original letter and a carbon copy 
of it have been preserved. Neither ends in an undecipherable scrawl. The writing is 
reasonably neat, right to the end of the letter. In both FL #461. and FL #466,1 did press 
the pen down hard toward the end of the letter, so that it may have cut through the 
paper in places. This was a calculated attempt to impress my brother with the strength 

_otmyfeelings_See-Chapter LV r p^1‘§^Lhave-never-sentanyone-a-lettei^that-endedJn_ 

an undecipherable scrawl. ' 

32. (He) 60 Minutes, September 15, 1996, Part One, p. 10. 

33. For memory, see Introduction, p. 8 and Note 5. As for honesty, I asked 
Investigator #2 (my chief investigator) for his/her opinion of my honesty and he/she 
wrote to me on March 16, 1998 as follows: 

’Ted: 

"Whenever we asked you questions about your social history, you made 
sure to answer the questions as forthrightly and honestly as possible. You provided 
information to your defense team without regard for how personally painful or 
embarrassing the information might be to you. You never withheld, distorted, or 
embellished details and anecdotes about your life and observations. It seems to me 
that honesty is a value that you hold dear in all matters." (Qc) Written Reports by ^ 

Investigator #2. p . 12. 

34. (Ka) Interview of Wanda by Investigator #1. 

35. (Na) FBI 302 number 3, p. 3. 
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36. (Hb) Washington Post, June 16, 1996, p. A20. 

37. (Ha) NY Times Nat, May 26, 1996, p. 23, column 4. 

38. (Ca) FL #330, letter from David Kaczynski to me, late March or early April, 
1986, p. 19: "Did you know that once when I was in high school [Dad] refused to talk to 
me for two weeks?" 

39. (Ca) FL #330, letter from David Kaczynski to me, late March or early April, 
1986, pp. 20, 21: "I remember times when mother, in her way, and according to her 
limitations, tried to give you sympathy and find out what was making you unhappy. 
(Although, as must be admitted ... she would have refused to accept the truth had you 
been able to tell her.) She would sit down beside you, try to pet you, and ask what was 
wrong in a soothing voice. In such cases, you would characteristically slap her hand 
away, mutter an insult, and leave the room." 


In reference to a supposed shutdown of mine that allegedly occurred 
during the early 1970's, my brother told the Washington Post ((Hb) Washington Post, 
June 16, 1996, p. A21): "I remember my mother sitting down next to [Ted] at some 
point and even stroking his hair and saying, Ted what's wrong? ...'" He gave the FBI 
a similar story. (Na) FBI 302 number 3, p. 3. But this simply did not happen. If my 
brother wasn't consciously lying, then he probably got earlier memories of my 
adolescent sulks mixed up with some later event. 


40. 

41. 

the original. 

42. 

1988. 

43. 


(He) Sacramento Bee, January 19, 1997, p. A16. 

(Ha) NY Times Nat., May 26, 1996, p. 24, column 4. The three dots are in 
(Cd) TJK-JSA #2, letter from me to Juan Sanchez Arreola, November 14, 
(Ca) FL#386, letter from David Kaczynski to me, November 8, 1988. 
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CHAPTER XIII 


During his high-school years my brother developed a strong interest in literature 
which became a very important part of his life. - In conjunction with this he aspired to 
become a creative writer. He wrote at least one novel and many short stories, but over 
a span of two decades he was never able to get anything published. 

"Now and then I still send my stories to small literary magazines, but they always 
come back rejected if they come back at all. It affects my confidence to a degree. 

Jeez! I'm not even thinking about 'scorched grass' anymore - just a nod of 
understanding. But then I think it doesn't matter. Instead, I'll make my writing occupy 
so wide a territory that the whole world lies within it. That's the point for me anyway: to 
learnJiow I can bring s pace bac k i nto the wor ld, so that I can still live there in my full 
human dimensions." - 

Apart from two or three minor pieces between 1969 and 1971, my brother never 
showed me any of his writing prior to 1988, nor did I ask him to show me any of it. In 
1985 I wrote him: 

"Something I've been meaning to say for some time .... 

"Maybe you wonder why I’ve never asked to read any of your stories or other 
writings. What I want to say here is that it isn’t just a matter of disdainfulness. The 
reasons why I’ve never asked to read your stuff are, for one thing, the fact that our 
tastes and attitudes differ considerably reduces the likelihood that I would like your 
stuff, and increases the likelihood that I would find it irritating. Furthermore, if it turned 
out that I didn’t like it or considered it to be poor writing, I would be faced with 3 
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choices: either to praise it dishonestly (which I don’t like to do), or to criticize it more or 
less freely, which would mean saying things that you might find pretty cutting, or to say 
nothing at all about it, which tends to imply a negative judgement. 

"If you ever wanted to send me any of your stuff, I’d read it, with the under¬ 
standing that if I said anything at all about it I would give an honest opinion .... The 
point I wanted to make is that the fact that I’ve never asked to read any of your stuff 
isn’t just the result of disdainfulness." - 

My brother answered: 

"If I never offered to show you any [of my writing] in recent years, it was more or 
less on account of the same complicating factors you mentioned. ... I suspect it’s 

unlikely for a writer to get a good r e ading from pe ople he kno ws, eve n if th e y’re not_ 

being consciously dishonest in the comments they make. I’m not really satisfied with 
my writing at this stage anyway. But thank you for your offer. Maybe someday I’ll feel 
very satisfied with a piece of work and decide to send it to you, of course with the 
expectation that if you said anything at all about it you would speak your mind freely. 
Given the differences in our points of view, I felt your offer was an extremely generous 
one." - 

Three years later my brother sent me one of his stories as a birthday present, 
with a letter that began: 

"Happy birthday! 

'This year you get a booby prize instead of a real present: one of my short 
stories." - 





In the course of reviewing the family correspondence while preparing this book 
I've had occasion to read the foregoing sentence several times, and every time I do so 
my heart aches for my brother. I react the same way when I read his comment (quoted 
earlier) about wanting just a "nod of understanding.” 

Dave’s letter continued: 

"Seriously, I was pleased with the way this one turned out and thought that you 
might enjoy it, or at least feel in sympathy with some of the ideas I try to express in it.... 
Please, though, feel under no obligation to comment. . . . Consider the story as offered 
strictly for your enjoyment, with the hope that it doesn’t fail completely in that mission." a 

The story was called 'The Raid," and I thought that parts of it were very well 
written. All ofit was„very_well written in comparison „with_what.one. would expectiram 
an Individual chosen at random from the general population. But, in my opinion, the 
story as a whole was not of professional quality. My brother does not have the instinct 
of careful craftsmanship, and "The Raid" was marred by a number of small errors in the 
use of language. Apart from dialog, the story was written in literary English, and even 
used (or misused) such relatively uncommon words as "suzerainty," - "matutinal," - 
"smithy," - and "privy" - (as an adjective). In such a context it makes the well-educated 
reader uncomfortable to see "like" where "as if should be used, - or to find such , 
phrases as "Deborah Tolliver got a sour look on her face" — or "the women he'd been 
privy to observe in his life." - I don't mean to suggest that a story written in literary 
English must never contain an "incorrectly"-used word or an "awkward"-sounding 
sentence. There may be valid artistic reasons for introducing the "incorrect" or the 
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"awkward" into a literary work. The point is that my brother did not use words 
incorrectly or awkwardly in order to achieve an effect; his errors were simply the result 
of carelessness, as is indicated by the fact that they merely annoy or distract the reader 
without contributing anything to the story. 

Such defects could no doubt be patched up by a good editor; and by working for 
some time with a good editor I think my brother could have learned to keep the defects 
from getting into his stories in the first place. A more serious problem with "The Raid" is 
that the reader is left wondering what the point of the story is. It is clear that my brother 
wanted to illustrate the difference between the Anglo attitude toward life and that of the 
traditional Mexican; but if this is the point of the story, then why bring in the girl who 

gets pregnant, the yarns of the old frontiersman, or Sheriff Dan's thoughtsabout__ 

marriage? The story just seems to ramble aimlessly. 

’The Raid" was not without its merits. For instance, my brother gave one 
illustration of the difference between the Anglo and the Mexican attitude that has stuck 
in my mind ever since as being particularly apt. — I probably would have enjoyed 
reading the story if only because it was a reflection of my brother's personality — 
passive and directionless, yet observant and frequently offering interesting comments. 
But 'The Raid" was spoiled for me by my brother's ambition to be a serious creative 
writer; since I assessed it as something that presumably aspired to be of professional 
quality, I was bothered by defects that I might otherwise have overlooked. Because I 
had told my brother that I would comment on his writing honestly if I did so at all, and 
because I didn't want to tell him that he still seemed to be a long way from producing a 
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professional-quality story, I said nothing to him about "The Raid." 

I've seen only a very few of the many stories my brother has written, but judging 
from what I have seen I would say that he is much better at writing letters than at writing 
stories. My brother does have a gift for verbal expression. In his letters he often 
describes experiences, scenes, people, and feelings quite vividly, sometimes even 
poetically. When writing a letter he doesn't have to weave a plot; the structure of the 
letter is provided by the experience that he is relating or the concern that he is trying to 
communicate. I think another reason why his letters are better-written than his stories 
is that in writing his letters he usually was not trying to write "creatively" but was merely 
making an un-self-conscious effort to express what was on his mind; hence he was less 
apt to be misled b y artistic vanity. — I'm not sure whether he makes fewer blunders in 
handling the details of language in his letters than he does in his stories. I am much 
less conscious of such blunders in his letters than I am in his stories, but that may be 
only because his letters seem to flow along and hold my interest better than his stories 
do, so that I tend to overlook any imperfections of detail. 

I occasionally praised Dave for his letters. Referring to a comment he'd made on 
the religion of the African pygmies, I wrote in 1983: 

"I especially liked the following passage from a recent letter of yours: '... the 
[molimo] — ritual demanded something like an attitude of "pretend" that was aware of 
itself as such. I think of modem religions as tending to become confused in this area, 
so that the alternative to the empirical interpretation of reality, in drawing near to the 
empirical, is only usurped by it, so that the religious ideas are transformed as absurd 









empirical assertions, while losing their poetic life and suggestiveness.' — 

"1 like this passage so weil that I have copied it in my notebook. So there you 
stand amongst all kinds of famous writers whome [sic] I have quoted from time to time 
in my notes." — 

In a 1985 letter — that I quoted in Chapter XI, p. 312, I told Dave how interesting 
and enjoyable I found some of his letters; and in 1987 when he sent me an account of a 
very interesting trip he'd made to Mexico, I praised him rather generously for the way 
he'd written it up, as we'll see in a moment. Yet I wish now that I'd praised more of 
Dave’s letters, because there were a number of others that did deserve praise, and I ^ p aw< ^ • 

oia 

failed to give it. u-Jtu ? 

About June, 1987, my brother_spent a week or two at the home of his friend,_ 

Juan Sanchez Arreola, in Magistral del Oro, state of Durango, Mexico. — He sent me a 
long (eleven-page) account of the visit that I found fascinating. — Since I thought he 
was much better at writing that sort of thing than he was at composing fiction, and since 
I knew he'd been trying unsuccessfully for many years to get something published, I 
told him in my next letter: 

"I read your account of your adventures with the greatest interest.... Your 
adventures seemed most wonderful to me — it must have been like stepping into a 
different world. 

"I also thought your account was very well written. I assume you will make other 
visits to Mexico in the future, and after you have accumulated enough material I'll bet 
you could publish a book on your experiences. I think there would be a much better 
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market for a book like that than there is for fiction, if you wrote the whole book as well 
as you did that account that you sent to me, and if it were properly organized and so 
forth, I don't see why you shouldn't be able to find a publisher for it. I thought you did a 
very good job of characterizing Rosa - and some of the other people you described. 

"I do have a couple of minor criticisms. First, I wonder if it wasn't unfair to 
compare Rosa to a child. A little condescending, perhaps. ... 

"Also, your last line, about 'a bestial dialectic which filled the earth with intense 
music while humanity slept,' — struck me as perhaps too lushly poetic to fit in with the 
tone of the rest of the material. But some people might differ with me on this point. 

And as I said, on the whole I thought your account was very good." — 

I now suspect that my brother thought his line about "bestial dialectic" was the — 
best part of the letter and was disappointed that I didn't care for it. Anyway, he never 
responded to my suggestion that he should accumulate material for a book. 

In February or March, 1989, Dave sent me an account of a story that Juan 
Sanchez Arreola had told him. I reproduce it here in full: 

"When Juan’s first child was born, he saw himself facing a problem, in that this 
was the child of a second marriage and he didn’t know if the Catholic church [sic] would 
consent to have the child officially baptized. Moreover, Juan was too embarrassed to 
approach the priest in his own village to discuss the matter. 

"One day, he left by mule to visit an uncle in another town and, seeing another 
church in a village in between, it occurred to him that he ought to broach his problem to 
the priest there, since unburdening himself to a strange priest would cause him less 
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embarrassment. 


"This priest turned out to be a very old man. He told Juan that there would be 
no problem having his daughter baptized, but then he asked Juan to explain why he 
had divorced his first wife. Juan answered that the reason was because she committed 
adultery. The priest was not entirely satisfied with this and pressed for details, 
whereupon Juan told the story of how he had gone to the U.S. to earn money, only to 
find that his wife wrote to him less and less frequently, with diminishing affection. When 
he returned after some months, he found that she had already attached herself to 
another man. 

“ 'You seem to be blaming the woman,' the priest told him, 'but the fault actually 
lies with you for leaving her alone.'_ 

"Juan felt quite put out by this remark, since he still sorely resented his first wife’s 
disloyalty while he had been working hard to improve the fortunes of them both. 'Why, I 
might have been gone 20 minutes to fetch firewood,' he shot back, 'and she still would 
have had time to be unfaithful!' 

"At this moment, the priest enjoined Juan to be calm and listen to a story that 
would illustrate the moral of his point. In the priest’s town, a certain couple had married 
and moved in with the groom’s parents, a practice which was common among the 
Mexican poor. Two children were quickly produced by this union, but soon the fortunes 
of the entire family suffered a reversal and the young husband saw himself obliged to 
go to the U.S. to earn money. 

"Before long, however, the young man’s father seduced his attractive young 
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daughter-in-law under his wife’s nose, and soon the two of them were living as husband 
and wife, while the old wife was relegated to the role of a servant. Prior [to] the son's 
return, the father abandoned his wife and left with his daughter-in-law and 
grandchildren to live in some place unknown. 

"When the son returned and heard the story of what had transpired, he swore to 
someday kill his father and faithless wife and to reclaim his children. Through distant 
relations, the mother had learned the whereabouts of her husband, and daughter-in-law, 
but refused to reveal them to her son for fear that murder would be the result. 

"As months passed, the young man’s rancor subsided and he pleaded with his 
mother to give him the address only so that he should be able to see his children again. 
Shecontinuedtorefuse_hjmuntiLoneday_she_fellalarminglyJILancLfeared-thatitshe— 
died with her knowledge intact, the family would be separated forever. She told her son 
to reach under the mattress where she was lying and take out a piece of paper on 
which was written the address of the faithless pair. It turned out to be the number of an 
apartment in Mexico city [sic]. 

'The mother died the next day, and as soon as the son had buried her, he left to 
find his children. His search led him to a large apartment house, where the first thing 
he saw was his beloved children playing on the front stoop. The babies in turn 
recognized him and cried 'Daddy! Daddy!' 

'The old man, however, was alerted by their cries and from an upstairs window 
drew a bead on his son with a rifle and shot him dead. 

"Juan is a great story-teller, and if by chance you enjoy these renderings of mine, 
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I'll send you more from time to time. Quite a few of his stories have to do with the 
almost demonic power that sex has over some people. His telling is far richer than 
mine, however. It never comes out like a set story, but more like a surprising piece of 
inspiration from the more shallow flow of every-day conversation. I suddenly realize 
that what I’m listening to is almost magical.'' — - 

My brother's telling of this tale had a few defects of detail (for example, the 
phrase, "the moral of his point" doesn't seem to make sense), but these could easily 
have been patched up, and it seemed to me that on the whole the account was very 
well done. I wrote Dave: 

"I've just received your letter that contains Juan's story. It's very interesting ... 

_"Yes, it would give me pleasure to receive more of Juan's stories. You_ 

recounted this last one very well. If the other stories are as good as the two — that 
you've already told me, has it occurred to you to publish a collection of such stories? ... 

"I’ve read again your rendering of the story, and it seems to me to be excellent. 
The tone and the language seem to me to be just right for such a story." — (Translated 
from Spanish.) 

I concluded by pointing out (I hope tactfully) a few of the minor infelicities of 
language that occurred in the story. - 

A short while later my brother sent me, as a birthday present, his rendering of 
another of Juan’s tales - a considerably longer one that he called, ’The Conjurer's 
Stone." This story I thought was really very good, even though it had imperfections of 
detail that I felt were more important than those of the preceding story. 
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In a letter that accompanied the story, my brother wrote: 

"I don’t know if I’m up to the task of compiling a great number of Juan’s 
stories at this time, but your suggestion still appeals to me and I may put something 
together in the future. . .. 

'You could, if you want to, help me in two ways. First, if by chance you saved 
the other two stories, would you mind sending them back to me? [I sent Dave copies of 
the stories and kept the originals myself.] ... Second, for this and any future stories ! 
send you, I’d appreciate any criticism that may occur to you. I doubt I’ll see every point 
your way, but meanwhile I’m aware of how difficult it is to read one’s own prose with 
fresh and objective eyes." — 

In an answering letter (now lost), I praised "The Conjurer's Stone^ highly and,jn_ 
compliance with Dave's request, I gave him an extensive critique of its flaws. He 
answered: 

/ 

"I’m glad you enjoyed your birthday present. 

'Thanks for sending the copies I requested, and also for your long analysis of the 
writing, which must have taken a good deal of time and effort to complete. I found 
several of the criticisms helpful, and plan to incorporate them in my revisions. I doubt if 
you’d enjoy reading the revised version, however, since I find myself unable to agree 

i 

with you about the use of figurative language in this piece." — 

My brother then launched himself into an elaborate series of rationalizations 
intended to justify his use of certain metaphors and similes that I had criticized. If he 
had simply said that he disagreed with me and was going to retain these figures of 
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speech, I would have been a little disappointed, since I felt that they detracted from 
what was otherwise an excellent story. But I would not have been irritated. What did 
irritate me in this case, as in many earlier cases, was Dave's habit of pretentious 
rationalization. 

Here is an example. 'The Conjurer's Stone" included this sentence: 

"Even Don Francisco's eyes sparkled and he showed his few teeth in a face like 

I 

cracked mud." — 

1 criticized this simile ("face like cracked mud") on the grounds that it wasn’t clear 
what it was supposed to mean. My brother answered: 

"If you pay close attention to your reading, I think you’ll notice that equivocal ] 

metaphors aroused frequently in fiction.The 'cracked_mud'_similie [sic] works onJhe_ 

basis of three comparisons between the old man’s face and cracked mud: the color 
(gray), the texture (the creases on an old man’s face that would presumably deepen as 
he smiled); and a quality of opaqueness (Juan finds the old man’s expression opaque 
rather than transparent at a moment when he is confused, searching for some clue as 
to why the old men are laughing; in effect, he comes up against his own ignorance in 
the old man’s sphinx-like demeanor, until a moment later the truth - or at least part of it 
- dawns on him)." — 

The first two comparisons would have been fine if only my brother had rephrased 
his simile in such a way as to make it clear that it was the texture of the man's skin that 
was being compared to cracked mud. The "opaqueness" comparison is ludicrous, 
because no reader, no matter how sophisticated and attentive, would be able to divine 







those meanings in the "cracked mud" simile. 


Dave's letter finished off with somewhat of an air of wounded vanity: 

"If you don’t mind my making a suggestion, Ted, it would be that you make an | istfaJ 
earnest effort to enter the consciousness and spirit of a story as it’s written before 
making up your mind as to how you think it should be written. ... 

"I have another suggestion, since you’re clearly, and probably with justification 
ajot [sic] more interested in Juan’s stories than you are in mine. Why not come down \C^■ Q 
and meet Juan . . . ? You could hear his stories for yourself, and then consider writing 
them up in the reportial [sic; "reportoriai" is meant] fashion you judge best." — —- 

In this case I did a relatively good job of controlling my irritation at my brother's 
interminable rationalizations. In my reply I did point out the evidence of woun de d vanity 
in his letter — and I did maintain (not very tactfully, I'm afraid) my position that some of 
his metaphors and similes detracted from the story, — but on the other hand I told him 
that on re-reading 'The Conjurer's Stone" I felt less uncomfortable with these figures of 
speech — and I conceded that other readers might respond to them more favorably 
than I did. — Moreover, I said that the story was "damn good" — and that I liked it "very 
well indeed, in spite of my criticisms." — In answer to Dave's defeatist suggestion that it 
was Juan's stories rather than his (Dave's) rendering of them that interested me, I 
wrote: 


"I think there must be a great deal of 'you' in the stories. ... Borrowed plots are 
common among great writers. ... The effect of The Conjurer’s Stone' must depend 
heavily on your retelling, since it could hardly be just a literal translation of Juan's 
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words. If I or someone else told the story, it might have seemed pointless and 
uninteresting. As you tell it, the story is effective and the characters live"& 

I was perhaps laying it on a bit thick here, but not to such an extent that I felt I 
was breaking my promise to be honest in commenting on my brother's writing. I did 
attack some of his rationalizations. (I knew it was futile, but it is my misfortune that I 
find it extremely difficult to refrain from pointing out the defects in a fallacious 
argument.) Among other things I said: 

"As for making an earnest effort to enter the consciousness and spirit of the story 
- it’s your job to communicate that consciousness and spirit to the reader - you can’t 
expect the reader to divine by magical insight what that 'consciousness and spirit' is 
supposed to be." —'_ 

Predictably, my brother responded with an even more elaborate and defensive 
series of rationalizations, of which some samples follow: 

"[In my last letter] I honestly believe I was defending an honest conviction more 
than my own ego. — . .. 

"I take your admonishment to heart in case I may be resisting the spirit of 
criticism to some degree. I also feel I should point out, though, that any artist needs to 
have faith in his own convictions, or it’s unlikely that he’ll ever be able to say anything 
original or in an original way. The poet Rilke and the artist O’Keeffe both stressed this 
point very vigorously in offering advice to young artists, emphasizing that it takes 
courage and sometimes just plain obstinacy to advance beyond mediocrity and 
technical expertise ... ." — 
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But my brother did not need to advance beyond technical expertise; his problem 
was that he had not yet attained technical expertise. His letter continued: 

"You can imagine what would happen if Faulkner or Proust, for instance, handed 
in one page of their writing to a creative writing teacher. They’d probably be told that 
their writing has promise, but that it’s unnecessarily unclear, wordy, awkward, and even 
somewhat pretentious. I’m not so foolish as to suppose I’m anywhere close to their 
category of talent, but I did feel encouraged that you found my figures of speech less 
objectionable upon subsequent readings. I hold out the belief that despite some of our 
strong theoretical differences, you might not have blinked an eye at some of the 
metaphors in The Conjurer’s Stone' if you were more familiar with my writing as a 

whole and if you had placed the story within that ove rall c ontext — . ., . _r 

"Your observations suggest that you see a writer as a communicator in a fairly ' 
simple and straightforward way, so that an intelligent and educated reader needs only 
to sit back passively, so to speak, and let himself be 'communicated to.' ... I think yoi 
should know that the trend of modern thought is against depicting the artist as a 
straightforward communicator. ... My own feelings tell me, 'Why be spoon-fed when \ 
you can have the pleasure of freely participating in a work with your own imagination? 
Why be satisfied with a book that tells you essentially all it has to say in one reading, 
when another work challenges you to go back a second, third, or forth [sic] time? Why 
in effect be satisfied with being "told" something, when another work invites you to 
engage more intimately in the whole creative process?' — ... 

"Now I don’t mean to convey the impression that 'The Conjurer’s Stone' is an 
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extremely ambitious work comparable to others I’ve been alluding to in order to make 
my case. I’m only trying to suggest that reading is a more subtle and exacting talent 
than the 'writer-as-communicator' model would lead one to believe. Also, I think that 
having a different theoretical orientation might help you adapt your sensitivities to a i 
wider variety of styles, so that when you come upon a metaphor that isn’t instantly 
clear, for instance, you’ll be less inclined to conclude out of hand that it’s out of place or 
poorly done, but instead say to yourself, 'Aha, he’s calling my attention to something 
here ... — what’s it about?'" — 

Further on in the letter, in an evident reference to my supposed "science-based 
assumptions," my brother expressed a suspicion that there was a "logical agenda" 
behindjiiycriticisms. — But he concl u ded his lett e r on a ge nerous note:_ 

"Please keep in mind, Ted, that in outlining these arguments and differences, I 
by no means want to suggest that I don’t value your criticisms and appreciate the effort 
they’ve cost you. In fact, I value them very highly." — 

Many readers will have noticed by this time that my brother is a fairly typical 
representative of a certain class of unsuccessful would-be artists, and shows the 
characteristic symptoms: He emphasizes "originality" and neglects technical skill 
(technical skill requires talent and hard work, but the concept of originality is vague 
enough so that anyone can convince himself that his work is original); he is touchy 
about criticism - rather than accepting it he invents rationalizations to place the blame 
on the critic for not appreciating his creations; he compares himself to great artists who 
were not accepted, or had difficulty being accepted, or might not have been accepted 
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because of the unconventionality and originality of their work. 

Yet, as I noted earlier, my brother does have a talent for verbal expression, and I 
think that what prevented him from becoming a good (i.e., professional-quality) writer 
was simply his weakness of character; or, as a psychologist might put it, the fact that 
his ego was not well-developed. (Here I use "ego" to mean not vanity, but the directing 
and organizing faculty of the mind.) Because of it he lacked the self-discipline to 
develop technical skill with the details of language, so that his writing was marred by 
expressions that were grammatically incorrect, awkward, or confusing; he was unable 
to look at his own work objectively enough to see its good points and its bad points, so 
as to be able to change what was bad and retain what was good; and I doubt that he 

could have .organized intelligently^.book-length piece ..of writing_unlessjt_consisted.ota_ 

collection of shorter pieces each of which would stand more-or-less independently. 

Finally, he was unwilling to acknowledge that he was not good at constructing stories of 
his own, and that, unless he retold stories he'd heard from someone else, he would 
have done better to write about personal experiences. 
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NOTES TO CHAPTER XIII 


1. (Ca) FL #385, letter from David Kaczynski to me, September, 1988, p. 1: 
"[M]y literary experiences are among the ones I take most seriously .. 



2. (Ca) FL #315, letter from David Kaczynski to me, October or November, 
1985, pp, 2, 3. The comment about "scorched grass" refers to a story by Horacio 
Quiroga, "El Potro Salvaje" ('The Wild Colt") (Ma) Translations by TJK. See Appendix 
4. 

3. (Ca) FL #301, letter from me to David Kaczynski, April, 1985, p. 1. 

4. (Ca) FL #302, letter from David Kaczynski to me, April or May, 1985, p. 1 . 

5. (Ca) FL #375, letter from David Kaczynski to me, late April or early May, 

1988, p. 1. 

6. (Me) Story by David Kaczynski, 'The Raid," p. 5. 


_ 1 _Same, p. 10. 


8. Same, p. 17. 

9. Same, p. 10 (twice). 

10. Same, p. 2. 

11. Same, p. 6: "A white man would build a house to outlast himself, by 

generations if he could. A Mexican would build one that had to be shored up every 
few years, because he might not need it longer than that." I don't know whether this 
is literally true, but it does seem to express a difference between the traditional Anglo 
and the traditional Mexican attitude, if one can believe such books as Mexican- 
Americans of South Texas, by William Madsen, or Viva Mexico, by Charles Macom 
Flandrau. It seems that to the typical Anglo, a house is an expression of his ego, 
whereas, to the typical Mexican peasant, a house was merely a place to live. 

12. But he certainly was sometimes misled by vanity in his letters. He would 
use a big, fancy word where a plain one would have done better, or he would introduce 
an unnecessarily pretentious expression at the expense of clarity. For example, in his 
answer to my criticism of the ideas he had borrowed from Heidegger, he wrote in 1981: 
"I imagine you don't understand my humor, in which seriousness and farce are wont to 
dance with one another." (Ca) FL #245, letter from David Kaczynski to me, late 
summer or fall of 1981, p. 6. 
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13. The "[moiimo]" in brackets is in the letter as I wrote it to Dave. So are the 
three dots. 

14. The passage is from (Ca) FL #278, letter from David Kaczynski to me, 
October, 1983, p. 2. 


\0e 


15. 

pp. 4, 5. 

16. 
17. 

May, 1987. 


fee rrc 


(Ca) FL #279, letter from me to David Kaczynski, December 10, 1983, 

(Ca) FL #299, letter from me to David Kaczynski, early 1985, p. 12. 
(Ca) FL#358, letter from David Kaczynski to me, between March and 


18. (Ca) FL #360, letter from David Kaczynski to me, June or July, 1987. 
Dave referred to Juan Sanchez's wife as "Rosa." I now know that her 


name is "Rosario." Mexicans do not normally use "Rosa" as a nickname for "Rosario." 
See (Qd) Note from Investigator #5. This is another example of the way my brother 
gets his facts garbled. We've already seen such examples in Chapter II, p. 69, Note 33; 
Chapter IV, p. .12©> Chapter XI, Note 21. Many other examples of the way my brother 
garbles hiSTacts could be d ocu me nt ed. To cit e just a few :_ 


In one letter to Dave I mentioned Aztec poetry but did not quote any; I did 
quote some ancient Irish poetry, which I identified as Irish. But my brother got mixed up 
and thought I was quoting Aztec poetry. See (Ca) FL #275, letter from me to David 
Kaczynski, August 27, 1983, p. 5. 

My brother once told me - quite incorrectly - that Costa Rica was an 
English-speaking country. See (Ca) FL #220, letter from me to David Kaczynski, 

August 28, 1979, p. 1. 

Through misunderstanding of something he'd read in a book, my brother 
believed that baking soda (sodium bicarbonate) underwent a chemical change during 
cooking that rendered it harmless as far as any effect on blood-pressure was 
concerned - which of course is false. He also confused baking powder with baking 
soda. See (Ca) FL #288, letter from me to David Kaczynski, Summer, 1984, p. 3; FL 
#289, letter from David Kaczynski to me, Summer, 1984, pp. 1, 2. 

Dave told the FBI that our paternal grandfather, Jakub Kaczynski, had 
been a woodcarver by trade. It's possible that he may have done some wood-carving 
on the side, but he was by trade a gilder (a worker in gold-leaf), not a wood carver. See 
(Na) FBI 302 number 1, p. 22; FBI 302 number 2, pp. 3, 4; (Be) Baby book, p. 35; (Qb) 





Written Investigator Report #74, Josephine Kaczynski Manney, September 8-10 1996 

p.2. 


My brother told William Finnegan of the New Yorker about a back-packing 
trip he'd taken with me that had lasted, he said, "a couple of weeks.’’ From his 
description of the trip, it's clear he was referring to one that we took in early August of 
1973. That trip lasted not "a couple of weeks" but only three days, and it was the 
longest back-packing trip I ever took with Dave. (In back-packing, as in everything else, 
he has little staying-power; he gets tired or bored and wants to go home.) See New 
Yorker, March 16, 1998, p. 63; (Ba) Journals of TJK, Series III #4, pp. 8, 9, August 5 
1973. 


Innumerable errors by my brother occur in (Na) FBI forms 302, and in 
some cases documentary proof could be provided that the statements are errors, but it 
would be too much trouble to review all these. 


p. 12. 


20. (Ca) FL #360, letter from David Kaczynski to me, June or July, 1987, 


CXA-\ ^217 (Ca) FL #361, letter from me to David Kaczynski, July 15, 1987, pp. 2, 3. 
On p. 1 of this letter, I remarked in passing thatPancho Villa was a native of Durango. 

—-This is the only mention of Pancho-Villa that occure anywhere irrmy-correspondence:”l 
kept copies of almost all of my letters to Juan Sanchez, and Pancho Villa is mentioned 
in none of them - contrary to media reports that I questioned Juan about Pancho Villa 
(for example, (Hi) U.S. News and World Report, April 22, 1996, p. 30). 


22. (Ca) FL #394, letter from David Kaczynski to me, February or March, 

1989. 

23. My brother had earlier written me another of Juan's stories. 

24. (Ca) FL #395, letter from me to David Kaczynski, March 28,1989, pp. 2, 

3, 5. 

25. Same, pp. 5, 6. 

26. (Ca) FL #396A, letter from David Kaczynski to me, Spring, 1989. 

27. (Ca) FL #397, letter from David Kaczynski to me, Spring, 1989, p. 1. 

28. (Me) Story by David Kaczynski, 'The Conjurer’s Stone," first version, p. 8. 

29. (Ca) FL #397, letter from David Kaczynski to me, Spring, 1989, pp. 4, 5. 

30. Same, pp. 5, 6. 




31. (Ca) FL#398, letter from me to David Kaczynski, July 25, 1989, pp. 2 3 

32. Same, pp. 2, 4, 6, 8. 

33. Same, p. 1. 

34. Same, pp. 5, 6, 8. 

35. Same, p. 4. 

36. Same, p. 5. 

37. Same, pp. 6, 7. 

38. (Ca) FL #399, letter from David Kaczynski to me, probably September, 
1989, p. 2. 

39. Same, p. 3. 

40. Same, pp. 3, 4. 


41. Same, pp. 4, 5. 

42. These three dots are in the original. 

43. (Ca) FL #399, letter from David Kaczynski to me, probably September, 
1989, p. 6. 


44. Same, p. 9. 

45. Same, p. 11. 
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CHAPTER XIV 


I never knew my brother to have a girlfriend, or to go on dates, or to show any 

sexual interest in girls until, some time during his college years, my mother mentioned 

to me that he had a crush on a young woman named Linda Patrik whom he'd known in 

O'*~\-zs 4 \/ 

high school. I've already described (in Chapter IX, pp. 252-255) how in the early 
seventies he was attracted to a woman named L i nda E . But apart from the-tw© Lindahl *■» 
don't believe he ever took even the first step toward a sexual relationship with any fcxC’^ 


female. He never did develop an overt sexual involvement with L mda - E .; nor was there 
any physical relationship between him and Linda Patrik before he reached his late 
twenties. 


AJ.ntiL1.986. my.brother_never_said.anything_to_me,about his relations_withjwomen t 


and I never asked him about them. Intimate personal matters just were not discussed 
in our family. I won’t attempt to explain his celibacy here, but will mention two facts. 
First, my brother's high aspirations seem to have extended to women: From certain 
remarks that he made I gathered that he did not consider a female attractive unless she 
was quite good-looking; yet he himself had neither the physical qualities nor the kind of 


2T| 


personality that would have made him attractive to women (see Chapter IX, p. 252). 


Second, he apparently had a fairly serious hang-up about sex. I quote here in full a 

passage from one of his letters of which I quoted a part in Chapter IX: 

■?+ 

"When your interference vis-a-vis Lm da - E — • touched off an explosion, I 


believe this is how I experienced everything (regardless of what your true motives might 
have been) - I saw you acting as a sort of surrogate super-ego in the matter of our 






parents’ highly (though subtly) repressive attitudes toward sex. I suppose I felt that 
siblings ought to confederate in the struggle with their parents to assert sexual 
independence, and in that light I probably considered your letter to them as a serious 
betrayal, especially serious in that I felt we had both already been damaged by their 
repressive attitudes, so you ought to have known what the pain was like. What made 
things worse and more humiliating for me, is that I had already submitted to my 
conditioning - the inculcated repressions had already conquered my desires (perhaps 
luckily, all in all) and consequently I experienced the repression as pertaining not only 
to behavior, but as arousing guilt over the mere occurrence [sic) of sexual feelings." - 
I answered: 

_"You assume that I, like you, have, or had, a major problem with guilt over. sex. I 

was really astonished to find you misjudging me so badly. Of course I’m not free of 
shame over sex - I don’t suppose anybody is in our society - but I never had enough 
shame over sex to feel that it was a serious problem. Actually, though I knew you were 
kinda prissy, 1 was surprized [sic] to learn that you had such a problem with sex guilt as 
you indicate in your letter. I never felt that our parents’ attitudes toward sex were 
particularly repressive, neither explicitly, nor 'subtly' as you put it." - 

However that might have been, my brother told me nothing whatever about 
Linda Patrik. He never so much as mentioned her name to me before 1986, probably 
because he was afraid that I would make some negative comment about his relations 
with her. The little I knew about her I learned from my mother, from hearing my 
brother’s end of a couple of brief telephone conversations that he’d had while we were 
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both at our parents' house in 1978, and from some of Linda P.'s letters to him. 

I found these letters one day during the early 1970's when, in my brother's 
absence, I was shoveling the garbage out of his dump in Great Falls. They were in a 
drawer, not lying out in the open, and I knew that he would not want me to read them, 
but I read them anyway. I do not like to have to confess to this, but 1 do confess to it, 
because I mean to tell the whole truth about the relations between my brother and me 
As far as I can remember, it is the only thing I've ever done in regard to him that was 
clearly and definitely not fair play, a violation of trust, a breach of the unspoken rules 
that governed our relationship. Why did I do it? I was full of contempt for him, and 


when you have contempt for someone you tend to be disregardful of his rights. But 
contempt was no excuse for violating my brother's pri vacy, an d, ev er since, I've be^j 


uncomfortable about having read those letters. fl\T> ft <3 a uJ \ 

\ I#*/ 

The letters were not very informative, but they did make this much clear aoisiut 

2.4 ) 

Dave's relationship with Linda Patrik: He had a long-term crush on her; his relationshio 7 J 

tawe imju.oCn s'eau-od 4^ ^-^ 

to her was servile; shej had no interest in him as a male, but she likedHe-uee him as a £ rlfoe 


I ll\A a 
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information: It seemed that Linda was having some sort of trouble with her husband - 
a divorce may have been contemplated -- and she had turned to Dave for comfort. 

I heard not another word about Linda Patrik until my brother visited me in 

Montana in 1986. At that time I noticed a very large turquoise ring on his finger and 

asked him where he'd gotten it. He answered that Linda Patrik had given it to him, and 

that was the first time he ever mentioned her to me. He gave me no information about 

her, however, and from consideration for his privacy I did not ask for any. I heard no 

more about Ms. Patrik until three years later. 

****** 

At about the same time (September, 1989) that my brother sent me his last 

exercise in rationalization in justification of 'The Conjurer’s St one" (FL #3 99), he sent _ 

me also his rewritten version of that story, and with it a letter in which, among other 
things, he said: 

"I'm returning to Schenectady on Oct. 8 to undertake the experiment of living with 
Linda. I've been in love with her for more than 20 years, so much so that no other 
woman has ever seriously interested me ... [Tjhis is a very happy time in my life. So 
wish me luck." - 

At this point I decided I'd had about enough of my jackass of a brother, so I wrote 
him an irritable letter in which I told him I didn't want to hear from him any more — 
unless he ever found himself in serious trouble and needed my help, in which case I 
would do what I could for him. Here is how my brother has described this letter to the 
media: 
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"In 1989, David told his brother he had a relationship with Linda and had decided 
to go to Schenectady, N.Y. to be with her. He also said he expected to marry her. 
[False. Neither FL #400 nor any other letter of my brother's in 1989 made any mention 
of a possible marriage with Linda Patrik. -] 

" ’At that time he decided to end his relationship with me, end communicating 
with me,’ David said. ’It was an extremely angry, total surprise to me. He tended to 
view me as someone who was easily manipulated by others and for some reason he 
had gotten the notion that Linda was a manipulating female who was using me.' The 
accusation seemed particularly bizarre, David said, because 'he has never met her to 
my knowledge.' 

_"One interpretatio n of his brother's letter, he said, might be that Ted was_ 

disappointed that he would give up the lifestyle they had shared. 'It may have been just 
terrible for him to think I would rejoin society,' David said. 'I think it goes deeper than 
that.' 

"David said the letter contained 'a long litany' of his presumed faults but it added 
that 'he did care about me' and said that 'I was throwing away my life.' 

"By marrying? he was asked. 

" 'Sure.'"* 

★ 

"In 1989, Theodore Kaczynski reacted angrily when David wrote to Ted and told 
him he was planning to marry Linda Patrik, a philosophy professor at Union College in 
Schenectady.... Ted had never met Patrik but said she was manipulative."- 
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Linda. 


★ 

"LESLIE STAHL: .. . And Ted blamed David for deserting him, by falling for 

"MIKE WALLACE: He was devastated when he learned that you were happy 
with Linda, and that you, of all things, married Linda. 

"DAVID KACZYNSKI; It was entirely unexpected. He had never met Linda. 

And I got a letter that was pages and pages and pages long, full of criticisms of Linda, 

criticisms of me. It was as if I had somehow betrayed him." - 

* 

"Nearly 10 years ago [sic], Ted wrote his brother a venomous letter stating, in 
capital letters, that he never want ed to see or hea r fro m David 'or an y oth e r memb e r of 
our family' again. He was angry because his brother was getting married." - 

Actually, the fact that my brother was going to live with Linda Patrik was only one 
among several reasons why I broke off with him. My letter was nearly fourteen pages 
long, and only four of those pages dealt with Dave's relations with Linda Patrik. Also, 
the letter nowhere describes Linda as "manipulative." 

Apparently Dave or (more likely) Linda destroyed my letter. But maybe my 
brother would have been more careful in describing this letter if he'd known that I'd kept 
a copy of it. This was a carbon copy, so there is no question of any errors of 
transcription. Since the letter is significant, I reproduce all of it here. The first part 
refers to another story my brother had sent me that was loosely based on one of Juan's 
tales. 
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Dear Dave: 


As for 'Ernesto and the Widow' - - This is a style of story-telling that I dislike. On 
the other hand, there must be a lot of people who like that kind of story-telling, since 
that style is much in vogue nowadays [among intellectuals]. I only read the story once, 
and while reading it 1 was in a state of irritation at you for reasons that will be explained 
below; moreover, I was continually interrupting my reading to write comments in the 
margins. Thus I was less able to judge how the story flows along than I would have 
been under other circumstances. Moreover I am, naturally, less sensitive to differences 
in a form of writing that I dislike than I would be in a form of writing in which I take an 
interest. So I’m not sure if I can judge the story well. But, for whatever it may be worth, 
my reaction to the story is as follows. 

"Here and there I noticed places where words were used amateurishly or not 
quite correctly. But apart from that I thought it was a good story - for those who like 
that type of writing, but not for me. If the little awkward places I mentioned were 
cleared up, I see no particular reason why the story couldn’t be published. But, while I 
felt pretty sure you ought to be able to find a publisher for the stories that stuck closer to 
the material you had from Juan, I don’t know whether you could find a publisher for 
stories like Ernesto and the Widow. The difference is that, while the stories that 
followed Juan’s material had a note of authenticity - something on the order of folkloric 
material - 'Ernesto and the Widow' is obviously a made-up story, merely inspired by an 
incident you heard from Juan. Of course there are thousands or millions of people in 
America who want to write fiction and they all think they have something original to say, 
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so there is an abundance of stories offered - far more than anyone wants to read. But 
there are not so many people who can offer authentic stories from a peasant culture. 
That’s why I think your stories that stick closer to Juan’s material - with their note of 
authenticity - have a much better chance of being published than 'Ernesto and the 
Widow', which just doesn’t fit into the same category. 

"As for the reason why you’ve never been able to get anything published, I can 
only say this: 

"The story titled The Raid', which you sent me some time ago struck me as 
hopelessly amateurish - both in the details of language and the general outline of the 
story. If that story is typical of your previous writing, then it’s obvious why no one wants 
to publish your stuff - it’s just plain bad, by anyone’s standard. 'Ernesto and the 
Widow' is such a vast improvement over The Raid' that the difference seems 
incomprehensible. If your previous writing resembles 'Ernesto and the Widow' rather 
than 'The Raid', then I suppose that your failure to get anything published is due either 
to the fact that, as I mentioned, there are more would-be writers than there are readers, 
or else to the fact that here and there in your writing there appear little awkwardnesses 
or amateurish constructions. What you need is someone to criticize the details of your 
language (as I did with 'The Conjurer’s Stone') to induce you to develop literary 
craftsmanship." - 

I now feel embarrassed at having spoken as favorably as I did of "Ernesto and 
the Widow." I don't have a copy of it now, but I remember it as crap - it simply repelled 
me. However, it was of a genre - one might call it "modem" - that repels most readers 
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anyway and is attractive only to a small minority of literary highbrows. Since I couldn’t 
pretend to understand that kind of literature, I gave my brother the benefit of the doubt 
and assumed that the story was an adequate specimen of its type, apart from the 
defects of detail that I mentioned. I would have done better to tell Dave simply that I 
didn’t understand the story and leave it at that, but I suppose my desire to make him 
feel good was competing with the contempt and irritation that led me to make very 
cutting remarks at various other places in the letter. Here again my conflicting feelings 
toward my brother are evident. 

The letter continued: 

'The question is whether you are capable of profiting from such criticism. It 
seems doubtful. It seems that your vanity prevents you from making any suggested 
changes except on inessential — points - and sometimes even on minor points it 
prevents you from making changes. Here are two examples from your revised version 
of The Conjurer’s Stone'. First, on p. 1, the phrase 'descend to the street on strutting 
claws. Leave aside the fact that I think the metaphore [sic ^ is hackneyed. As I 
carefully explained in my last letter, the sentence is illogical because the buzzards don’t 
descend on their claws, they descend on their wings. This is just the kind of amateurish 
linguistic blunder that will discourage an editor from publishing your stuff. It is not an 
arguable point. The sentence is clearly and plainly illogical, there is no conceivable 
literary motive for introducing that kind of illogic at this point, and any competent editor 
would agree that it is simply an amateurish blunder. If you felt you had to retain the 
'strutting' claws metaphor you could have done so by reconstructing the sentence to 
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eliminate the iilogic. - I carefully explained in my last letter what was wrong with the 
sentence, yet you let it stand. 

" Second . On the last page — you have: 'some of the others began laughing so 
hard it looked like they might hurt themselves'. As I explained carefully in a previous 
letter, 157 this sentence is grammatically incorrect because 'like 1 is not a conjunction. & 
To make the sentence correct you have to replace 'like' by 'as if. There is no 
conceivable literary motive for using the incorrect 'like' instead of the correct 'as if. Yet 
you let the sentence stand. 

"I can see no motive for your leaving these two incorrect sentences in their 
original form except stubborn vanity - vanity of the most puerile kind." - 

This last remark was unnecessarily cruel. Lots of people would show as much 
vanity-motivated resistance to changing something they'd done as my brother did. 

'To argue about metaphors - whether they are hackneyed or not, appropriate or 
not, etc. - is reasonable, since after all that is a matter of taste. But I suppose you can 
understand why I get frustrated and irritated when you ignore my corrections of clear- 
cut and unarguable errors of logic or grammar. 

"Even when it comes to metaphors - your defence of your metaphors and 
similes (in an earlier letter) irritated me because - while one can reasonably argue 
about those metaphors - your arguments were simply silly. You explained all these 
meanings that these metaphors were supposed to convey - meanings that no one but 
you would ever guess at or even sense intuitively. 

"Of course, you have the right to write anything you damn well please. But I’m 
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not going to criticize your work any more because, as I’ve just explained, I find your 
reactions frustrating and irritating. I do feel that you’ve got something good there in 
your re-tellings of Juan’s stories, and I would really be very pleased on your account if 
you could get them published. I would moreover be willing to spend considerable time 
criticizing the details of your style if it weren’t for the fact that, when you ignore my 
corrections of clear-cut, unarguable flaws, it just seems futile, and it’s too irritating and 
frustrating. 

"More than that. This has been building up for a long time. It’s not just this 
business of the stories. I find you insufferably irritating in general. You’re certainly not 
the type of personality I would choose for a friend -- I just happened to get stuck with 
you as a brother. As you know, I have tender feelings toward you, but that’s just 
because you’re my brother and because of old ties going all the way back to childhood. 

"Some of your letters are a pleasure to read, but, just as often, they irritate me 
and make me conscious of an unbridgeable gulf between you and me. It’s not so much 
a difference of attitudes or ideology - in some respects our attitudes are pretty similar - 
as a difference of personality. The ideological differences are largely a reflection of the 
personality differences. You use verbal formulations to satisfy your emotional needs, 
very often to protect your ego [here, ego = self-esteem], and you frequently insist on 
verbal formulations that are meaningless (or at least, whose meanings you don’t try to 
analyze) or contrary to reality, or simply ludicrous. I use verbal formulations in a 
reasonably honest attempt to describe reality. I am so constituted that I find it difficult to 
listen to your nonsense without arguing against it. So when you write me some of your 
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silly 'ideas' (as you choose to call them) I am faced with a choice: either I restrain 
myself and make no reply, which is frustrating, or, what is more frustrating, I permit 
myself to be drawn into writing you one of these interminable letters in which I explain 
my point of view in detail - though it is absolutely futile, because I know by this time 
that, wherever your ego is involved, you are absolutely impervious to reason and will 
resort to the most far-fetched rationalizations to avoid having to make any concessior 
"A good example occurred a few years ago when I ventured to suggest 
that your friend JeaTmight have schizophrenia. I don’t know whether that suggestion 
was right or wrong, but the point is that your reaction to it was irrational. You tend to 
take any criticism of your friends, from me, as an assault on your ego. In this case you 
also took my suggestions as an attack on your ideology; even though I was careful to 


frame my arguments as tactfully as possible and in such a way as to avoid offending 
your ideology. Of course you got your back up and became absolutely insufferable. 
Later, when you came to visit me, in reference to schizophrenic children who see the 
floor heaving and tossing under them, you said, 'maybe the floor really is heaving ... —.' 


Of course you don’t really believe this - you just make that statement to confirm an 


ideology designed to. 


,four emotional needs. Where your ego and your ideology 


aren’t at stakefyou take an entirely different point of view. Thus, during that same visit, CX. 

/ /g>)£s/ Owe*-** 

you mentipnecm8I^^se > ^nere - since no friend of yours was involved and your ^ <2Jrc- - - 


you mentibnec 
ego and ideok 


Aren't at stake - you unhesitatingly accepted the existence of 


schizophrenia, the undesirability of it, and the fact that drugs can bring a schizophrenic 
back to perception of reality. You also added, 'Gee, I hope we haven’t got anything like 






that'. If you really believed that the hallucinations of a schizophrenic were as real as the 
perceptions of a sane person, why would you 'hope we haven’t got anything like that 1 ? 

"I refrained from pointing out the obvious contradictions in your expressed views 
because by that time I knew that it was hopeless to try to reason with you on that 
subject - you would never under any circumstances make any concession. I find that 
kind of thing thoroughly contemptible and insufferably irritating — though in the majority 
of cases I refrain from showing my irritation, since it would accomplish nothing anyway. 

'This has just happened too many times. If you don’t irritate or disgust me in one 
way then you do so in another. I’ve just had enough of it. My tolerance for irritation 
was low to begin with, and the older I get, the less I can tolerate irritation. 

"And now, to top off my disgust, you’re going to leave the desert and shack up 

with this woman who’s been keeping you on a string for the last 20 years. You write, 

'I’ve been in love with her for more than 20 years, so much so that no other woman has 

0> >3- 

ever seriously interested me.' You forgot to add the qualification, 'except Lin d a - E .' 
But leaving that aside, I would say that love is one thing and grovelling servitude is 
another. Judging from the comparatively little that I know of the case, it seems clear 
that this woman has just been exploiting you. I recall that one time when I was helping 
you clean out your apartment in Great Falls, I picked a letter out of the garbage on your 
table and started reading aloud: 'Dear Linda, Of course it was a blow to learn that you 
may be falling in love with someone ... — You got mad and snatched the letter out 

of my hand." & 

The reader will notice that I did not tell my brother here that I had once read 
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several of Linda P.'s letters that I had found in a drawer. I would have been ashamed 
to confess to that. 

My letter continues: 

"But it’s pretty clear what was going on there. She knew you were stuck on her 
and she knew that she wasn’t much attracted to you as a male. Under the 
circumstances, the decent thing to do would have been to simply cut off all relations 
with you. In that case you probably would have forgotten about her eventually and 
would have found someone else. But she found it more expedient to keep you on a 
string - to keep hold of your affections while her affections wandered elsewhere. 
Women like passive, gentle males - but they don’t typically consider them desirable as 
lovers. Especially when they are younger, women are attracted sexually by dominant, 
virile males. But they like to have a shoulder to cry on - some gentle, affectionate 
person to whom they can turn for emotional support. There’s nothing evil in that - but 
in using you for that purpose, knowing that you were in love with her and that her love 
was going to go elsewhere, Linda Patrik was exploiting you. She must have realized 
that it would be painful and humiliating for you when she unburdened herself to you 
about her love affairs, yet apparently she did so anyway, to judge from that letter. 

"When she got married, I can just imagine her husband’s amusement when she 
told him about 'this poor sap who’s been in love with me for years, and still is, even 
though I am marrying you.' Then when her marriage broke up, the first thing she did 
was run to you for a shoulder to cry on. And you accepted that. Don’t you have any 
self-respect at all? Apparently not. It’s just too despicable. 
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"So now, after having kept you around as a kind of spare tire for the last 20 
years, she’s finally ready to shack up with you. Maybe because she’s getting older and 
can’t so readily find sex partners any more, maybe for some other reason. Does she 
love you? I venture to doubt it. I’ll bet you’re the one who is making ail the concessions 
and sacrifices. Thus you’re going up to live with her in Schenectady and she’s not 
going down to live with you in Texas. It’s safe to say that you two will be adopting her 
life-style and not your life-style." — 

I was reasonably sure that Linda Patrik's life-style was more-or-less conventional 
middle class, since I recalled that my mother had told me in 1978 that Linda was a 


professional woman, though I didn't know what her profession was. It turned out that 


was right. Linda Patrik's life-style is essentially conventional middle-class, in spite of 

. ....' .~ .'."." to* 

0 certain gestures toward nonconformity on her part (such as her Buddhist religion and of 

-- s 0 

her sexual promiscuity) - quirks that are easily accommodated by modem American \j 

n 

middle-class values. 


The letter continued: 


"If you want to find out whether she loves you, try this: Ask her to make some 
major concessions to your life-style and preferences. For example, ask her to live with 
you in Alpine. This would be a reasonable compromise, because in Alpine she would 
have most of the urban conveniences to which she is presumably addicted, yet you 
would be close to the desert. If she says yes, then probably she really cares about you. 
If she refuses to consider the possibility of moving down to Texas, or of making any 
other major concessions to your life-style, then clearly she doesn’t love you but is 
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merely using you as a convenience. 


"The idea here is not actually to extract concessions from her. For instance, if 
she agreed to live in Alpine, you could then, if you wanted to, be generous, change your 
mind, and say, 'No, let’s live in Schenectady after all.' The idea of asking for 
concessions is simply to find out whether she really cares about you or whether she is 
just exploiting you and wants to have everything on her own terms. 

"But if I know you, you probably won’t even have the nerve to ask her to live in 
Alpine. I can pretty well guess who the dominant member of that couple is going to I 
It’s just disgusting. Let me know your neck size - I’d like to get you a dog collar next 



Christmas. I recall yoyr negative opinions about Joa n ne’s s ^shness in her 
relationship I wonder whether your own case is going to be any 

better. You thought Joonn o was selfish because ■[KrW+wanted to stay in Chicago, 
Jeanne wanted to go to Texas, so of course it was a foregone conclusion that they 
would go to Texas. How does this differ from your case? At least Je ann a-didn’t keep 
a string for 20 years before marrying him. 

'The only thing I’ve really respected in you has been your life in the desert. I 
especially remember how you returned that beautifully-made spear-point to its original 
resting place out of respect for the people who made it, and how you crossed the Rio 
Grande with Juan and shared his risks and hardships. So now you’re going to leave all 
that just because this female has finally decided to permit you to become her personal 
property, and I presume that you will now be adopting a more-or-less conventional 
middle-class life-style. While you’re at it, why don’t you take a few courses and leam to 







be an accountant? Or better - why don’t you go to law school? I’ve always felt that if a 
thing is worth doing, then it’s worth doing right, so as long as you’re selling out you may 
as well go all the way and become a lawyer. 

"Be all that as it may, I’ve just been disgusted and irritated by you too damn 
many times. I just can’t take all that crap any more. So from now on, I am just going to 
cease corresponding with you altogether, and I’ll thank you not to send me any letters 
of any kind. There’s no question of ill will here - it’s just that I can’t any longer take the 
frequent irritations that I have from you. You probably don’t realize how often I’ve 
restrained myself in the face of your irritating traits. That’s the reason for the present 
outburst of irritation in response to relatively minor irritants; as I said, it’s been building 
up for a long time. Time after time, after receiving a particularly asinine letter from you 
I’ve told myself that I ought to cut off correspondence with you, but then I’ve always 
softened again. But now I just can’t take any more. I realize that it’s partly my fault. It’s 
true that you’re a fatuous ass and that our personalities are incompatible, but it's also 
true that my tolerance for irritation is unusually low. I suppose that one reason why you 
get me so upset may be the fact that I do care about you. When my neighbor [Butch 
Gehring] down here chatters along idiotically like the jerk that he is, I just listen 
noncommittally to his nonsense and then forget it. But when you speak or act like a 
fool, I find it hard to be indifferent. 

"You’re still my little brother (unworthy though you are of that honor) and you still 
have my loyalty, and I’m ready to help you if I can whenever you may be in serious 
need. But, as I said, I’m not going to write you any more, and I don’t want to receive 
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any letters from you either. If you send me any letters I’ll just throw them in the stove 
unread. Except if something really important comes up, you can write to me and get 
my attention as follows: On the envelope, draw a straight, heavy line under the stamp 
(or stamps). If you send me a letter with this marking, I will know that it is something 
particularly important and will read the letter. But don’t cry wolf by putting this marking 
on an envelope that contains an unimportant letter. If you do so, then I will no longer 
regard the marking, and you’ll have no way of getting in touch with me if something 
important comes up. As to what I consider important: If you’re seriously ill, that’s 
important; if our parents croak, that’s important; If you’re in any kind of serious trouble 
and need my help, that’s important; and so forth. On the other hand, if you want to 
justify to me your ideas about writing, that’s not important; if you want to explain your 
relations with Linda Patrik, that’s not important; and so forth. 

"I realize that, not knowing very much about the case, I may possibly be wrong 
about your relations with Linda P. (though I’m probably right), and I don’t doubt that you 
could be induced to withdraw your threat (contained in your last letter) to send me some 
of your goofball ideas on language and literature 211 (the last thing I want to hear from 
you), but it wouldn’t really matter, because if it’s not one thing then it’s another. If you 
don’t irritate me in this way then you irritate me in that way. 

"So let’s just call it quits, for the indefinite future. 

"But remember - you still have my love and loyalty, and if you’re ever in serious 
need of my help, you can call on me. 

"- Ted" w 
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The letter shows clearly the conflict between my contempt for my brother, on the 
one hand, and my affection for him, on the other. 

As for Dave's claim that I broke off with him "for getting married," the letter 
speaks for itself. I will only add that I had actually been hoping that he would get 
married — to someone who was not in tune with mainstream middle-class values - so 
that I could have had a niece or nephew. 

Did I predict accurately the kind of relationship that Dave would have with Linda? 
I was right on the nose. Well, no, I wasn't right on the nose - the reality turned out to 
be even worse than I'd expected. 

Investigators who have conducted extensive interviews with Dave and Linda 

have found that she is unmistakably the dominant partner. In f act , at leas t one _ 

investigator went so far as to say that Dave is "utterly dependent" on Linda 
psychologically. My brother himself told this investigator that ever since his early teens 
he has regarded Linda as "sacred" (his word). Linda stated that in high school she and 
other girls had never thought of Dave as a potential lover - he was only a friend. She 
never thought of him as a potential lover until he was about twenty-seven or twenty- 
eight years old. — That would correspond to 1977 or 1978. 

In Chapter XV we shall see that under Linda's influence Dave's attitudes and 
behavior have been completely transformed. 

The worst of it is that everything I have learned about Linda Patrik tends to show 
that she is completely self-centered, and probably ruthless. While I had guessed 
correctly (more from my knowledge of my brother’s character than from the little I knew 
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about Linda) that Dave would fall under the domination of his wife, I had no idea that 

she would be as selfish as Linda Patrik seems to be. — 

Linda, moreover, appears to have fairly serious mental pro blems. She's been) "" ? 

under treatment by her psychiatrist, Dr. Mitchell, at least since 1991, and, reportedly^ 

-- 

when she was in Paris prior to my arrest and saw newspaper accounts about the / ~ SP® 1 * 

\<^ z - «K 

Unabomber, she sometimes felt that they were directed at her personally. & ) 

Linda Patrik was a physically attractive woman who, as a professor of 
philosophy, occupied a position of fairly high status. Why would she take up with a man 
like my brother, an unsuccessful would-be writer who had neither good looks, nor 


virility, nor status, nor, seemingly, anything else that would recommend him to a woman 
of that type? It is easy to a rrive at a plausible guess: She wanted someone whom she 
could control completely, and from that point of view my brother was ideal. (And, by the 
way, she doesn't have to be "manipulative" in order to control him. She can just tell him 
right out what she wants.) 

Why, on the other hand, did my brother choose to put himself in servitude to 
her? Clearly it was an expression of his lifelong tendency to place himself in a position 
of subordination, to seek someone to look up to and follow, to become dependent. It's 


easy to see why he didn’t find me satisfactory as an object for adulation: I didn’t 
respect his dependence - I wanted him to be independent. Often during my teens, and 
occasionally in adulthood when I lost my temper, I made my contempt for him all too 
obvious. Partly for that reason, partly because our parents valued me more than they 
did him, and partly because of the difference between our respective personalities, he 
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had been gnawed all his life by a resentful sense of inferiority to me. Perhaps equally 
important, he didn’t choose his subordination to me. As his big brother, I had been 
imposed on him by chance. 

In contrast, Linda Patrik was an object of adulation that my brother chose 
himself. Furthermore - and this would be very important for Dave's self-esteem - she 
probably has a certain degree of reciprocal dependence on him , in that she leans on 
him for a sense of physical security, as is suggested by the following extracts from my 
mother's letters: 

"Linda is in Greece to teach philosophy. However, when war broke out, classes 
were cancelled at American University, and she was told to stay put by the American 
Embassy for the time being because it was too dangerous for Americans to fly out at 
this time. Americans were asked not to go about much and not to congregate in groups 
for fear they would become targets for terrorists." — 

"Dave says she sounds stressed in her phone calls to him, and he's thinking of 
flying out to join her. (The college will pay his plane fare.)" — 

"Dave ... [is] in Greece right now ... ." — 

Of course, if there had been a terrorist attack, Dave could have done nothing to 
protect Linda - he has no fighting skills of any kind ~ but it must have made him feel 
like a man for a change to have a woman lean on him for a sense of security. 

It is easy to form a plausible hypothesis as to the reason why Linda and Dave 
showed my letters to their psychiatrist; why they tried to persuade a doctor in Missoula 
to refer me to a psychiatrist, and even discussed the possibility of having me committed 
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to an institution. Knowing Dave, I can be quite sure that he showed Linda my letter (FL 
#401) in which I argued that she was exploiting him. That letter must have aroused her 
resentment - all the more because what I wrote was true. The behind-my-back 
machinations about psychiatrists and mental institutions would have been her way of 
retaliating against me, and also of driving a wedge between my brother and me so as to 
eliminate me as a possible rival for his loyalty. Dave would have gone along with her 
schemes not only because of her dominance over him, but also because of his own 
deep resentment of me. 

The truth is that, all his life, my brother's relationship with me has been bad for 
him. He probably would have had problems with his self-esteem in any case owing to 

the inconsistency between his high aspirations and his limited capacity for disciplined_ 

effort, but those problems must have been greatly exacerbated by the contrast between 
himself and his older brother - not to mention his older brother's cutting criticisms. It 
would have been better for us both if I had broken off my connection with him at the 
earliest possible date. 

****** 

I suspect it was Dave's relationship with Linda that enabled him to fulfill an 
ambition that he had nursed for two decades: He finally got one of his stories 
published. "El Cibolo", by David Kaczynski, appeared in the Colorado Writer's Forum - 
in the fall of 1990. It seems to me to be a professional-quality piece of work, free of any 
serious blunders of the kind that mar my brother's earlier stories — or those of them that 
I've seen. The most likely explanation that I can think of for this sudden improvement in 
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his literary craftsmanship is that Linda criticized the writing for him, pointing out the 
flaws in his use of language and helping him to correct them. He certainly would have 
been much more ready to accept such criticisms from her than from me. By helping my 
brother in this way to get one of his stories published, she would have strengthened her 
hold over him. 

Personally I did not care for the plot of "El Clbolo," but 1 liked very much the way 
my brother described the protagonist's relationship with the wild country he lived in and 
with the people who inhabited it. So on the whole I thought it was a good story. I wrote 
to my mother to that effect, and suggested that she might pass my favorable comments 
on to Dave. — 

_The storyje interestingJonwhatit perhaps suggests aboutmy_brothei±s_ 

psychology. I gather that it is based at least in part on real historical events. ("Other 
writers have described how El Cibolo made his escape." —') Nevertheless, an author's 
choice of subject, the way he handles it, and what he decides to emphasize tell us 
something about the way his mind works. 

"El Cibolo" must have been written well before Fall, 1990 (that is, at the latest, 
less than a year after my brother left the desert to live with Linda Patrik), and it is 
consistently antagonistic toward civilization, especially in its modern form: 

"He couldn't.. . rescue the wilderness. ... Even without entertaining any 
precise image of the future (spared, mercifully, the sight of paved roads, fences, and 
power lines - infinitely dissecting the miracle of space)... ^ 

The story also includes a generous dose of bloody revenge and gruesome 
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violence, which my brother treats sympathetically: 

"[T]he Apaches let fly their war whoops and the massacre began. It was one of 
those occasions when a victimized people got the upper hand just long enough to earn 
notoriety as the aggressor. ... [El Cibolo] cut down several lives with his own strong 
arm. His garments grew dark and shiny with blood ... . El Cibolo found himself alone 
among the scattering of bloody and disfigured corpses. But his heart was tranquil 

ii 34/ 

My brother is a vegetarian. When my parents visited me in the early 1980's, my 
father told me that Dave had become a vegetarian after a fishing trip during which he 
had gotten sick at the sight of a fish's death struggles. — Even before he became a 

vegetarian my.brother was^always squeamishLabouteating„meat.__He.told me_on_ 

several occasions that he thought his aversion to meat went back to an incident in 
which, as a small boy, he had been frightened at the sight of chickens being cut up. 
When he visited me in Montana in 1986 he mentioned that he thought his 
vegetarianism might have something to do with the fear of death. — Since I was busy 
with something else at the time, I did not pursue that conversational opening. Now I 
wish I had done so. It would have been interesting. 
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NOTES TO CHAPTER XIV 



1. (Ca) FL #330, letter from David Kaczynski to me, late March or early Aoril 
1986, p. 10. 

2. (Ca) FL #331, letter from me to David Kaczynski, April 16, 1986, p. 4. 

3. (Ca) FL #400, letter from David Kaczynski to me, probably September 

1989. 

4. Dave did not marry Linda legally until July 14, 1990. (Go) Marriage 
certificate of David Richard Kaczynski and Linda Ellen Patrik. 

5. (Ha) NY Times Nat., May 26, 1996, p. 24, column 4. 

6. (Hb) Washington Post, June 16, 1996, p. A21. 

7. (He) 60 Minutes, September 15, 1996, Part One, pp. 8, 9. 

8. (He) Sacra mento Bee, Januar y 1 9, 19 97, p. A 16 .__ 

9. I do not have a copy of "Ernesto and the Widow," since I sent my copy 
back to Dave with comments written in the margins. The story of Juan's on which 
"Ernesto and the Widow" is loosely based is in (Ca) FL #396B, letter from David 
Kaczynski to me, spring or summer of 1989. 

10. (Ca) FL #401, letter from me to David Kaczynski, September or early 
October, 1989, copy from the cabin, pp. 1-3. Though most of this copy is carbon copy, 
it's possible that part of the first paragraph (through the word "circumstances") may not 
be carbon copy; because I may have begun writing the letter before it occurred to me to 
keep a copy of it; I then transcribed manually the part of the letter I had already written, 
applied carbon paper, and made the rest of the copy by that means. Also, on p. 8, the 
word "servitude" turned out nearly illegible on the carbon copy, hence was written in 
manually after the copy was finished. 

11. Legibility of this word is poor; the reading "inessential" is open to question. 

12. Not only is there a superfluous "e" stuck on the end of the word 
"metaphor," but the quoted phrase contains no metaphor. 

13. As it stood in both the original and the revised version of (Me) Story by 
David Kaczynski, 'The Conjurer's Stone," p. 1, the relevant part of the sentence was: 
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"... a few [buzzards] would descend to the street on strutting claws, 
tear morsels of food from garbage pails, and even peck like pigeons at dry tortilla ' 
crumbs ... ." 



This could have been rewritten as: 

"... a few would descend to the street, where, on strutting claws, they 
would tear morsels of food from garbage pails, and even peck like pigeons at dry tortilla 
crumbs ... ." 

14. (Me) Story by David Kaczynski, "The Conjurer's Stone," pp. 7, 8 of the 
original version, p. 6 of the revised version. 

15. This letter, now lost, is the first one in which I commented on 'The 
Conjurer's Stone." 

16. "Like" is often used as a conjunction in colloquial English, but here its use 
as a conjunction jars the well-educated reader because the rest of "The Conjurer's 
Stone" is written in literary English. 

17. (Ca) FL #401, letter from me to David Kaczynski, September or early 

- October, 1989^ copy from the cabin, pp.-3,4.- 


18. The three dots are in the letter as I wrote it to Dave. 

19. (Ca) FL #401, letter from me to David Kaczynski, September or early 
October, 1989, copy from the cabin, pp. 4-9. 

20. Same, pp. 9, 10. 

21. (Ca) FL #400, letter from David Kaczynski to me, probably September, 
1989: "I'd like to pursue the discussion of language and literary issues ... ." 

22. (Ca) FL #401, letter from me to David Kaczynski, September or early 
October, 1989, copy from the cabin, pp. 10-14. 

23. Investigator #2 gave me all of the information in this paragraph orally on 
September 3,1996, and I wrote it down from memory on the following day, September 
4. This is what I have now designated as (Qe) Investigator Note Number 2. On 
October 8, 1997, Investigator #2 confirmed orally and without qualification all of the 
information in this paragraph. 

(Qe) Investigator Note Number 4 (which was written on September 14, 
1996 and records information that Investigator #2 gave me orally on September 13, 
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1996) states that according to Investigator #2 my brother is "totally dependent on his 
wife." (The quotation marks indicate that these are the words of Investigator #2.) 


In January or February of 1998, I asked Investigator #2 to confirm in 
writing the information in the paragraph of this book to which the present footnote 
refers. On February 18, 1998, he/she gave me pp. 1-11 of (Qc) Written Reports by 
Investigator #2, page 1 of which stated, "Dave is dependent on Linda psychologically. 
Dave told this investigator that since his teens he had regarded Linda as 'sacred'. 

Linda stated that in high school she and other girls had never thought of Dave as a 
potential lover. She never thought of him as a potential lover until he was about twenty- 
seven or twenty-eight years old." I pointed out to Investigator #2 that he/she had 
written merely that Dave was dependent, whereas he/she had earlier told me that Dave 
was utterly dependent. Investigator #2 agreed that the stronger statement was 
accurate, and inserted the word "utterly", so that his/her written report now reads, "Dave 
is utterly dependent on Linda psychologically." 


\ 


cry* 

^ 2 , 


t 


24. (Ja) Mad Genius, p. 123 states: 

"Iman Mafi, a sophomore student of Linda's, recalled one day in class 
when they were discussing love, and Linda began telling her students about David. 
'She said in their first year in college in two different cities, her husband [David] once 
left schooLto be with her. Re basically bTew off schobl and came to be with her and 
stayed for months. It was very romantic. They wanted to get mam'ed back then, and 
they finally did. She told us the story to show how deep their love was.'" 


Since Mad Genius is riddled with major errors, it is an open question 
whether Linda really said what Iman Mafi allegedly said she said. But if she did say it, 
then it doesn't speak well for her honesty. Dave no doubt wanted to marry her at that 
time, but she didn't want to marry him. As noted earlier in this chapter, by her own 
account she thought of Dave only as a friend and not as a potential lover until he was in 
his late twenties; and apart from what I learned of her love-life from her correspondence 
with Dave, she married someone else before she got around to marrying Dave at the 
age of forty. If she had had a "deep love" for him, she would have married him many 
years earlier. 


Does she love Dave? My guess is that she loves him in the same way 
that she loves her cats, or any other possessions that serve for her gratification. 

25. (Qc) Written reports by Investigator #2, p. 2, provides the information 
about Linda's treatment by Dr. Mitchell. As for Linda's reaction to the newspapers, I 
remembered this statement as having been made either by Dr. K. or by an investigator 
during one of our meetings, but I did not write it down at the time. I made it item #11 on 
a list of items (included in (Qc)) that I asked Investigator #2 to confirm in January or 
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February of 1998. Item #11 of my list reads: "When Linda was in Paris and saw 
newspaper accounts about the Unabomber, she sometimes felt that they were directed 
against her personally." In (Qc) Written Reports by Investigator #2, p. 2, Investigator #2 

replied to Item #11 as follows: "Dr. K_is unable to confirm the account of Linda in 

Paris. Dr. K_recalls the story but did not write it down and therefore is unable to 

give a direct quote." 

26. (Ca) FL #427, letter from my mother to me, January 19,1991, p. 2. 

27. (Ca) FL #429, letter from my mother to me, January 23, 1991, p. 4. 

28. (Ca) FL #430, letter from my mother to me, January 30, 1991, p. 1. 

29. (Me) Story by David Kaczynski, "El Clbolo." 

30. (Ca) FL #417, letter from me to my mother, December 11, 1990 (copy 
kept in the cabin; I do not have a complete copy of the mailed copy): 

"I've read Dave's story El Clbolo ... if you like, you can pass on to him the 
following comments. 

_"I thought El Clbolo was_a goodstory^WhatLthoughtDava did especially- 

well was evoke the emotions involved in El Clbolo's relationship with the country in 
which he lived and with the people who occupied it. I was very favorably impressed by 
this, let us say, poetic aspect of the story. The plot, to me, was of little interest - merely 
a framework on which to hang the evocations of nature, etc. ... El Clbolo looks to me 
like a professional piece of work -1 didn't detect in it any serious blunders of the kind 
that I found in Dave's other writings that I've seen. 

"Private to you Ma; you needn't pass the following on to Dave. Dave's 
earlier writings that I've seen were sprinkled here and there with linguistic blunders that, 
in my opinion (and, apparently in the opinion of editors to whom he sent his work) made 

them unpublishable. El Clbolo is comparatively free of such blunders, and is 

therefore such a vast and sudden improvement on Dave's earlier work that I can think 
of only one explanation, and that is that Dave has found some capable person to 
criticize his writing whose criticisms he is more willing to accept he was mine. That 
person would very likely be his wife ... ." '-VWo 

I wrote that last paragraph because I had become aware that my mother 
was puffed up with pride over Dave's having gotten a story published, and, for reasons 
that by now should be obvious to the reader, I detested that kind of pride on her part. 
Because of that, and also because of old resentments, I wanted to puncture her vanity. 

I believe the paragraph to be accurate, of course, but my motive for writing it was to 
take my mother down a peg. 
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31. (Me) "£/ Cibolo", p. 181. 

32. After his marriage to Linda, my brother ran a power line to his cabin. See 
Chapter XV, Note 24. 

33. (Me) "El Cibolo", p. 185. 

34. (Me)" El Cibolo", pp. 182, 183. 

35. I am depending mainly on memory here, but my memory has some 
support from (Ca) FL #220, letter from me to David Kaczynski, August 28, 1979, p. 1. 

"I agree with your decision about not fishing for pure 'sport.' As for 
vegetarianism - I would just mention one thing .. . Vitamin B-12 . .. ." 

This suggests that, in a single letter, my brother had told me both of his 
decision to stop fishing and of his becoming a vegetarian. 

36. Possibly relevant here is a remark that my brother made to me in 1984: 

"Do you remember how susceptible I used to be to imaginary fears?" (Ca) FL #283, 
letter from David Kaczynski to me, between January and May, 1984, p. 2. Dave was of 
course referring to his childhood._ 
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CHAPTER XV 

Let's look at some of my brother's attitudes over the years. 

Over and over again his letters - those written before 1989, when he shacked 
up with Linda Patrik - show his hostility to the existing system of society. In fact, they 
express such hostility far more than my letters do . 11 The reader has already seen 
examples of my brother's negative attitudes toward present-day society in some of his 
writings that we've quoted earlier. Here are a few more examples: 

'The group of us made a visit to Ojinaga, Mexico, and I found myself liking the | 
place very much. ... There is ... a lazyness [sic] about the place which contrasts with 
American busyness. ... [M]y comparative wealth felt like something to be ashamed of. 

I bought a beautiful straw h at w orth 15-20 doll a rs i n Am erica, fo r $3, ye t th e ple asure I 


ordinarily feel at getting a good deal was complicated by my disgust for the American 
dollar, and some nebulous image of the sort [of] crimes against decency and proportion 
which it probably represents." - 


U*" 


"If I had to pick some point of origin for my thoughts, as they presently stand, that 
origin would probably be your argument against technology. For it was only then that I J 
began to discard the optimistic predilections of naive humanism. And it was important 
for me to appreciate that technology is not just machines, but a whole method of taking 
on experience, and moreover, a method which, for all intents and purposes, assumes a 
will of its own regardless of the human 'choices' which arise within its domain." - \ 








"I suppose the tendency to want to cover oneself against every remotely 
conceivable disaster is a characteristic I retain from my urban life. Perhaps all the 
different varieties of insurance which people buy reflects this same attitude. 

I expect the basis of anxiety in the urban attitude has little to do with empirical threats, 
so much as that the empirical threats are manufactured unwittingly to express (and yet 
to conceal) one’s fear of being 'naked' in the world. The sense of being approached by 
all sorts of future threats, the ultimate of which is death, may be the way people sniff 
[sic; "snuff' is presumably intended] out, as you suggest, the essential nullity of the 
promises which draw them all their lives toward the future. Once those promises are 
seen as being null, then the present loses its justification too ... ." - ' 


"There’s one old guy I really enjoy talking to. ... He’d no more go to live in San 
Antonio or Houston than shoot himself in the head, yet he wants them, or what they 
represent, in a manner of speaking to come to him. He sort of thinks you can choose 
the 'good' from the 'bad', without seriously reflecting on the possibility of achieving that 

- J 

choice, nor questioning whether the so-called 'good' by itself might not eventually 
change his whole life in dramatic and unexpected ways. For instance, he’s an 
exponent of having our little ranch road paved, and for argument’s sake he likes to 
count up the number of his eggs that get broken while driving back from town. So 
much is at stake, and he, of all people, can’t seem to see farther than a few broken 
eggs!" 
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"Henry James, talking about electricity:'... the white light of convenience that 
he hated . . .'" ® 

★ 

"[You should expect] at least in my experience and judgement, a far less 
noxious manifestation of culture in Mexico than in the U.S." - (My brother was referring 
here to rural and small-town areas of Mexico, not to the heavily-urbanized parts.) 


"I assume there is a tendency to set up Russia as a straw man to deflect the 
possibility of introspecting seriously about our own society - i.e., to fuel the more-or- 
less uncritical assumption that the United States is a 'free country'. In other words, we 
exploit/probably, forth.e most part .unconsciously) the image ofRussiaasameans-ol 
concealing from ourselves the conditions which rule our own way of life just about as 
rigorously. Viewed in a philosophical way (rather than in terms of private prerogatives 
which still may exist) our own situation may be more advanced and more hopeless, 
since our oppressors are not so easily objectified and they act with the subtlety of 
thought rather than with the awkwardness and crudeness of physical force." - 


"I don't think Joel is suffering acutely, or at least not a lot [sic] more than most of 
—- /«—■ ^ ^ 

us are, afflicted with the craziness and senselessness of this modern form of life." - 


"Naturally [the Mexicans are] not any more reflective than the average person 
here, and consequently give little thought to what economic development of their 
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country might cost them in terms of their tranquility, the beauty of the countryside, their 

intimacy with each other and with nature, and even their most prized cultural traditions 

I wish I could give you a more optimistic picture, but I suspect that in time the Mexican 

people will either be debauched by progress or destroyed by the failure of it. At least as 

long as the population keeps growing rapidly, I don’t see any other possibility." 

* 


On August 18, 1988, the Alpine Avalanche (newspaper) printed a letter from my 
brother that read, in part, as follows: 

"I beg to differ with one of [Lucille Muchmore's] oft-repeated views, namely that 
the county road connecting Hwy. 118 with the Terlingua Ranch Lodge needs to be 
paved. ... _ 

"Why anyone who felt the need for a paved road would purposely move to a 
place that didn’t have one, I don’t know. ... Apparently, some people have fled the 
crunch of development elsewhere only to realize at a later date that their preference 
intailed [sic] some cost. Now they would like to have their cake and eat it too ... . 

"... Now I only wish [Lucille Muchmore] had the consistency to realize that 

loving the desert truly means loving it as nearly as possible on its own terms." — \ 

* 



"It would be nice to think the organization of our kind of society is gradually 

breaking down, but I suppose that would be Polly annaish." — --- 

This last extract is from a letter that my brother wrote me in June, 1988. Eight- 
and-a-half years later he told the Sacramento Bee, "If the government were to put my 
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brother to death, my faith in the system would be shattered." — 


Whence comes this "faith in the system?" My brother's attitudes seem to have 




changed a great deal in eight years!/But it doesn't surprise me. Dave has never had -> 

* 

any fixed attitudes, beliefs, or principles. Whatever beliefs or principles he may profess 
are simply a matter of convenience; as his needs change, his beliefs and principles 
change with them. He will change his beliefs and principles in order to gain acceptance 
in a social milieu, to gratify his vanity, to avoid losing an argument, or to justify anything 
that he has done or wants to do. According to Time: 

" 'David is a straight arrow, sensitive and moral...' notes Father Melvin La ^ 
Follette, an Episcopal priest and a friend." - ■folilt'fe* 

Father La Follette would naturally think this, since my brothe r undou btedl y_ 

professed a morality consistent with that of the social milieu to which he belonged in 
Texas. — At other times and places, his moral values have not been exactly what 
would be acceptable to an Episcopal priest. 

Back irkLombard in 1978 or '79, my brother had to take a driver's test, or had to 
get his license renewed, or at any rate had to do something or other at a driveris-license 
facility. He came back fuming with anger and frustration at the inefficiency of the facility 
and the long, unnecessary delays he'd had to put up with. As he was venting his 
complaints, I said in jest, "So let's go over there some night and throw a brick through 
their window." "Okay," said my brother, apparently in all seriousness, ’You wanna do 
that?" I declined. Needless to say, Dave had neither enough courage nor enough 


initiative to do it on his own. 







Once in the spring of 1979, he remarked to me, Tm not going to worry about IS##? 
morality any more. I used to think that morality was the most important thing in the I (s v 
world, but I'm not going to worry about it any more." As to his having previously thought / 
that "morality was the most important thing in the world," I suspect that that had only 
been some passing fad of his, since he had never talked to me about morality. 

My brother had a little Datsun car, and at about this same time (1978-79) he 
became very dissatisfied with the way his dealer was treating the service.agreement - 
or something along those lines - anyway, whatever the source of his dissatisfaction 
was, he got angry enough at the dealer so that he said to me, "I would seriously 
consider going over there some night and vandalizing the place." I mentioned this in a 


letter to him a couple of years later: "[Y]ou never committed that vandalism against that_ 


Datsun dealer as you talked about doing." — How did I know that my brother hadn't 
committed the vandalism? He hadn't told me - I just knew that he had neither enough 
initiative nor enough courage to do it. I’m referring not so much to physical courage as 
to the courage to overcome trained-in inhibitions. 

The inconsistencies in my brother's attitude toward morality don't necessarily 
imply conscious cynicism on his part. I think he believes more-or-less sincerely what he 
needs to believe at any given moment. I mentioned earlier that he seems to be 
unconscious of his own inconsistencies. 

My brother's letters show that contact with nature was a very important source of 
fulfillment and satisfaction for him. For example: 

"Yes, I do have a lot [sicj more energy when I'm in the desert. Or, to put it 
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another way, a much greater capacity to feel engaged with things. ... It seems like in 
the city there are always demands which I am fending off with one hand, so to speak. 

Sometimes I buy cheese etc. for no other reason than because I don't want to spend 15/ 
min. cooking rice, whereas in the desert, cooking involved alot [sic] more 'trouble', but 
was a positive joy for me. Generally, I think I feel a lot [sic] more 'inward' in the city. Mv 
senses are kind of muted. ... 

"Anyway, I find work in the city tends to involve maintaining on-going systems 
that show no response to me except by breaking down. Negative things happen if you 
don't do what is required of you. So my work accomplishes nothing but fending off 
nebulous disasters (or adding numbers to my bank account). But conversely, for 

instance, I had an unbelievably good experience diggin g my hole to sleep in [ in the _ 

desert]. The impression it made on me was poetic ... ." — 


"[If I built a cabin t]he lure of indoor comfort would tend to distance me from 
appreciation of the elements. . .. Part of the charm of my present dwelling [the hole in 
the ground] is that it is serviceable in many ways, but didn’t cost me a penny. There’s a 
beauty to the perfectly natural warming and cooling effect of the earth. My present 
dwelling hardly mars the landscape at all, and is surrounded by bushes so that you 
can’t even see it from close by. Nestled in a sort of burrow, I feel a closer kinship with 
the way the animals live. ... I have found what you, also, seem to know so well: that 
with certain reservations, certain small luxuries, the more I simplify my living 
arrangements the more they seem to please me." - 
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"I’ve been keeping more solitary myself this year,... in part because I want to 
learn something more myself from ... the welcoming silence which the desert has been 
offering to me." — 

* 


"I remember dark bird-calls at twilight; a swooping hawk breathing heavily after it 
landed in a tree one still evening. Having by now mostly overcome my nervousness 
about sleeping out alone, I enjoyed deep, calm sleeps and awakened in the morning 
refreshed to greet the bright, open, exquisite faces of the spring cactus-flowers. 

'The evening of the third day I arrived, with my tongue dragging, at my beloved 
old campground on the Rio Grande, only to find it virtually doubled in size and crammed 
almost full with enormous RV’s. Talk about a rude surprise! ... The experience 


seemed for me like a revelation of sharp despair.... 

"... I had to get out of the campground next morning or risk defacing the 
memories I had so pleasantly stored up ... . 

"I took off the next day on a trail I had hiked a few years earlier into the del 
Carmen mountain range. Here I saw bats at night and tiny humming-birds in the 
morning. The first evening, there were spectacular thunderheads but only a few drop 
of rain. ... Higher up, among the surrounding mountain peaks, hawks were visible 
gliding on currents of air. ... [T]he desert [is] a very safe place to be. 
Characteristically, I feel alert, calm, and open, which altogether [sic] I regard as a ver 
enjoyable state of mind ." w 

When my brother came to visit me in Montana in October, 1986, he was on his 
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way back down to Texas after a summer of working as a bus-driver in Chicago Soon 
after he arrived I remarked that he seemed unusually cheerful. He said that his 
cheerfulness was due to the fact that he was on his way back to the desert. He added 
"If you think I'm cheerful now, you should see me when I'm in the desert!" 

There is no doubt in my mind that my brother’s appreciation of nature was 
genuine, and that his times in the desert provided the richest and most fulfilling 
experiences of his life. Yet when he decided to shack up with Linda Patrik in order to 
satisfy whatever need of his own (see Chapter XIV, p. 386), he did not hesitate to sell 
out to the system and betray the wilderness by becoming part of the consumer society 
that, a short time before, he had abhorred. He had written me at some time between 
February and April of 1988: 

"I found myself drawing parallels to our own society. The cycle of credit and Uife/ 
consumption; the addiction to a lifestyle that hinders any fuller self-realization; a 
resulting spiritual brutalization ... ." — 

Less than two years later, Ralph Meister informed me by letter that Dave had 
bought himself a brand-new pickup truck. — At the same time my brother began 
wearing forty-five-dollar shirts and other expensive clothing that Linda bought for him. — 

At some point he had electricity installed at his cabin so that Linda could use her 
computer there, and he put in a driveway. — He cut off his beard and long hair, and a 
published photograph shows him with hair that appears to have been "done" by a 
professional stylist. — 

(I recall my brother making contemptuous remarks at some point between 1978 
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and 1981 about rebels of the 1960’s who had later sold out and adopted a bourgeois 
life-style. See Chapter VIII, pp. 233, 234.) ^^ 3 


****** 

Dave has told the media that he brought me to the attention of the FBI in order to 
protect human life: 

"[T]he thought that a family member - our flesh and blood - may have been 
responsible for harming other people; destroying families, is - it - it brings such deep 
regret and sorrow." — 

”[l]f, God forbid, I were in a position to prevent more lives from being lost, I 
couldn't do otherwise." - 

"Certainly my interest from the beginning was to protect life." — 

"Violence and the taking of human life is not a way to resolve human problems. It 
can’t work ." m 

As a matter of fact, history shows that it very often does work. Be that as it may, 
my brother's explanations of his motive for going to the FBI come across as a string of 
stereotypical platitudes. It is a curious fact that when my brother describes his feelings 
with complete sincerity, his speech and writing are never trite or stereotyped; instead, 
his language is often vividly expressive. But when vanity interferes with sincerity in his 
"creative" writing, he sometimes uses hackneyed turns of speech. Much more marked 
is the triteness of his language when he is trying to deceive himself or others about his 
own feelings; in such cases, his expression often, though not always, becomes 
distinctly flat and stereotyped. Compare the passages we've just quoted with the 
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extracts from my brother's letters that we've reproduced in this and earlier chapters 

In face-to-face relations, my brother is generally compassionate, and I indicated 
at the end of the last chapter that he has sometimes shown himself to be quite 
squeamish at the sight of suffering or gruesomeness. But I can't recall any instance in 
which he ever expressed concern about suffering that he didn’t witness personally and 
that wasn't inflicted on anyone he knew. I don't remember him ever expressing regret 
at assassinations, disasters, or even the brutality of war. It is certain that through most 
of his life he has not had any principled opposition to violence. 

For a brief time after the assassination of Robert F. Kennedy, he expressed 
fervent admiration for Sirhan Sirhan; He said that he envied Sirhan's fanatical 
commitment to a purpose for whichne was pre pared t osacrifice everything. One 
evening at his apartment in Great Falls, he casually remarked, "I should become a 
criminal - of the senseless kind." (This, of course, was only a fantasy; I knew and I 
think my brother knew that he would never take any practical steps toward putting it into 
effect.) After John Hinckley's attempt to assassinate President Reagan, Dave wrote 
me: 

"Reagan has recovered, 1 regret to inform you. ... Another bullet hit Reagan’s , 
secretary in the head. Naturally, he's alright." — (Translated from bad Spanish.) 

When he visited me in Montana in 1986, my brother expressed satisfaction at the 
Challenger disaster, even though several astronauts had been killed, because it was a 
blow to the pretensions of the space program. Knowing him as I do, I am certain that if 
Dave had known of the Unabomber before 1989, he would have regarded him as a 
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hero. 


Dave's claim that he and Linda went to the FBI in order to "save lives" is further 
undercut by the fact that the Unabomber had promised to stop the bombings if his 
conditions were met. Dave and Linda must have known about the promise, since it was 
well publicized. In fact, the New York Times wrote: 

"Professor Patrik . . . read a surge of news accounts about the Unabomber. The 
articles told of... the Unabomber's promise to cease the bombings if the manuscript 
was published." — 

My brother knew that I am reliable about keeping promises and that, if I were the 
Unabomber, there would be no more bombings as long as the conditions were met. 
Since the Manifesto had already been pub lished, the Una bomb er was no t to r esume his 
attacks unless the media refused to publish his three follow-up messages; — which was 
unlikely given that they had published the manifesto. In any case, if my brother was 
worried about that possibility, he could have sent me a message (an anonymous one, if 
he thought that necessary) stating that he suspected me of being the Unabomber and 
that he would give my name to the FBI if there were any more bombings. If I were the 
Unabomber, that would have been an effective deterrent. 

So why did Dave and Linda denounce me to the FBI? I know my brother well 
enough to be fairly confident in guessing - to an approximation, anyway - what his 
motives were. Since Dave's lack of initiative is such that he doesn't take decisive action 
until prodded by someone else, the first impulse would have been provided by Linda. 
This is supported by media reports, for whatever they may be worth. — Linda's motive 
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likely would have been vindictive: she had probably hated me ever since reading what I 
wrote about her in my 1989 letter to Dave (FL #401, reproduced in Chapter XIV). 

Once well embarked on the course that Linda had set for him, Dave would have 
held to it tenaciously until - barring clear proof that I was not the Unabomber - he 
ended by bringing me to the attention of the FBI. This is confirmed by a letter that 
Susan Swanson (Dave's and Linda's investigator) sent to Newsweek: 

"YOUR ARTICLE ON DAVID KACZYNSKI. .. conveyed the mistaken 
impression that he had to be pushed into contacting the FBI regarding his suspicions 
about his brother, Ted. ... I would like to set the record straight. ... [H]e never 
waffled or stalled." — 

Dave was motivated by his tendency to see me as a tyrannical aggressor in any 

izW- 2 fQ, 

conflict in which I was involved (see Chapter IX, pp. 255-257) and by the (probably 
unadmitted) hatred that he bore me because of his own sense of inferiority and. 
because of the fact that, to my shame, I had many times said things that hurt him 
cruelly. Above all, I think he wanted to exert power over me and feel that he was 
victorious over me. 

This does not mean that he had no conflicting feelings about his course of 
action. On the contrary, his resentful impulses had to overcome his very real affection 
for me and a strong sense of guilt over what he was doing. This guilt is indicated, for 
example, by his having tried to get the FBI to conceal permanently the fact that it was 
he who brought my name to their attention. — Apparently he was ashamed of what he 
was doing. 
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Very likely Linda kept prodding him along, and this would have been important to 
him in that it provided him with support and enabled him to feel that he alone was not 
responsible for the action that was being taken. He also turned for support to his friend 
B al e fo . — 



But, in my opinion, even without any support from anyone, once Dave felt that a 
decisive victory over big brother was within his grasp, he would have carried the affair 
through to a conclusion - though without admitting to himself that he was impelled by 
resentment. Being an adept rationalizer, he would have had no difficulty in providing 
himself with an unselfish motive. 

Of course, after the FBI had been contacted, the matter was out of his hands, 
and from that point on he was simply manipulated by the Feds. His deposition shows 
how naive he was and how easily he swallowed the FBI's lies. — 

Though I'm fairly sure that the foregoing reconstruction of what went on in my 
brother's mind is more or less correct, I have to admit that it is to a degree speculative, 
so the reader is at liberty to remain skeptical about it. 

But we have clearly established in the course of this book that my brother does 
have a very real and strong (though perhaps unconscious) resentment of me, and we 
showed a few pages back that a concern for human life was not likely to be the major 
part of his motive for denouncing me to the FBI. He claims that his motive for 
representing me in the media as mentally ill is to save me from the death penalty, and 
the implication is that he is impelled by concern for my welfare, but here again his 
motives are not exactly what he pretends. 
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It's quite true that Dave doesn't want me to get the death penalty, but the reason 
has little to do with concern for my welfare. He knows very well that imprisonment is to 
me an unspeakable humiliation and that I would unhesitatingly choose death over 
incarceration. In his story, "El Cibolo," he shows that he understands and appreciates 
this point of view: 

"So this, El Cibolo thought, was imprisonment: the denial of every gift, especially 
beauty and space ...." — 

"[El Cibolo] would be expecting death hourly, and even supposing the indictment 
intended exactly what it said, what were the probabilities he could survive the 
deliberations of a court that was notoriously ruthless in defending the interests of the 
empire? If justice were a sham, perhaps it was j ust a s well t o a bbreviat e [with death] 
the inevitable misery and humiliation, for at least now he could be consoled that he 
went to his grave in the full flower of his dignity and manhood." — \ 

Precisely what my brother wants is to deprive me of my dignity and manhood, to 
humiliate me and bring me low, in revenge for his own feelings of inferiority and 
humiliation; feelings for which I was partly (but only partly) responsible through the way 
I had treated him when we were kids and through the cutting things I had said to him on 
certain occasions in adulthood. 

He did not want me to die, but that was not from concern for me, it was simply 
because he is chicken-hearted. As I pointed out at the end of Chapter XIV, he is 
frightened of the crude and obvious cruelty of death. In his statements to the media he 
repeatedly mentioned how terrible he would feel if I were put to death; he made no 
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reference to my feelings on the subject. It was his own pain and not mine that he was 
worrying about: 

" 'It would be very/; very difficult to live with myself,' David said, 'Knowing that I 
had delivered my injured, disturbed brother over to be killed .'" m 

"David, for his part, said he would 'suffer in the extreme' if his brother were given 
the death penalty. 

"' I would be plunged into hell for the rest of my life,' he said, 'and I don't think I 
deserve that.'" — 

But my brother’s motive for lying about me to the media was not only to save me 
from the death penalty. In fact, that motive was less important than his desire to inflict 
further humiliation on me. This can be shown i n four way s._ 

First. Some of the things he said to the media could only have increased my risk 
of getting the death penalty. For instance, the fact that I was abused psychologically by 
my parents would win sympathy for me that presumably would decrease the likelihood 
of my being sentenced to death, yet we saw near the end of Chapter III that my brother 
went out of his way to deny that the abuse had occurred, even though he knew very 
well that it had. Did he do this in order to protect our mother from public 
embarrassment? If so, then he was weighing our mother’s mere embarrassment 
against my life or death. Since our mother had clearly wronged me, one would think 
that she ought to be expected to put up with the embarrassment of having the truth 
revealed, especially since my life was at stake. 

In addition, my brother denied our father's abuse of me, even though our father 
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was dead. If he thought it would be too cruel to our mother to have even our father's 
abusiveness revealed, he could at least have had the grace to remain silent on the 
subject; but instead he described our father as "always generous" — and said that "Both 
parents were warm and nurturing." — There is no way this could have been motivated 
by a desire either to save me from the death penalty or to protect our mother. 

Besides denying the abuse, my brother made a number of statements about me 
that made me look mean and therefore, one would suppose, increased my risk of 
receiving the death penalty. For example, according to the New York Times, he 
described me as "overbearing" — and "incapable of sympathy, insight, or simple 
connection with people," — and he accused me of "imperious put-downs." — And, as I 
showed in Chapt er X, pp . 291, 2 92, he took a "hard line" in portray ing to the media m y 
role in the Ellen Tarmichael affair, rather than admitting (as he'd done earlier by 
implication) that there were circumstances that mitigated my behavior. He claimed he 
was trying to "humanize" me, — but he said only a few things that tended to do that; his 
portrait of me was on balance repellent and hardly likely to win the sympathy of a jury. 

Second : After my brother's and mother's interviews with the New York Times 
and the Washington Post, and on 60 Minutes, my attorneys made it quite clear to Dave 
that by giving media interviews he was not helping but harming my legal position: On 
October 24, 1996, in Investigator #3's office in San Francisco, with Dr. K. present, 
Investigator #3 told Dave that the kind of publicity he was creating was causing me 
emotional distress to such an extent that it was interfering with my ability to cooperate 
with my lawyers in preparing my defense. Dave seemed to acknowledge that he heard 
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and understood. — 


Yet in January, 1997, my brother gave another media interview of the same kind 
as the earlier ones. — At this point he could hardly have claimed that he didn't know he 
was harming me. 

Third: Since agreeing to a plea bargain in January 1998, I have been out of 
danger of the death penalty, yet at this writing (April 21, 1998), my brother has not to 
my knowledge retracted publicly any of the false statements that he made about me 
and our family, though he well knows how important to me such a retraction would be. 

Fourth : In his media interviews, Dave described events in language that seemed 
to have been chosen to make me appear guilty. In fact, the prosecuting attorneys in my 

case quoted his stat eme nts t o the media several times in their brief opposing the_ 

Motion to Suppress Evidence that my attorneys filed in my behalf: 

'The truthfulness of the affidavit and its supporting reports is strongly supported 
by David Kaczynski's post-search public statements. For example, about two weeks 
[sic; actually it was twenty days, or nearly three weeks] before David executed his 
declaration in this case, the Sacramento Bee quoted him as discussing the phrase 
'cool-headed logician' as follows: 'I thought, "Who else have I ever heard use that 
expression but Ted?" No one. * * * It's got to be him.' See Cynthia Hubert, Role in 
Capture Haunts Kaczynski's Brother, Sacramento Bee, Jan. 19, 1997 at A1 (attached 
as Exhibit 33). During an interview with the New York Times printed on May 26, 1996, 
David stated that when he first read the introductory section of the UNABOM 
manuscript his 'jaw dropped,' and he experienced 'chills,' because 'it sounded enough 
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like him that I was really upset that it could be him.' See David Johnson & Janny Scott, 
UNABOM Manifesto Horrified Brother, Sacramento Bee, May 26, 1996 (reprinted from 
N. Y. Times)... ." & 

Thus it is clear that my brother did not give his media interviews in order to "help" 
me, but because merely bringing about my arrest was not a sufficient revenge for him - 
he had to rub shit in my face by subjecting me to public humiliation. 

Nevertheless - my brother has cooperated with my attorneys by participating in 
several interviews with them and with Dr. K., and he signed for them a declaration that 
they used with their Motion to Suppress Evidence. And after one of my attorneys had 
described to him the miseries of being in jail, Dave wrote me a letter (October 30, 1996) 

jn which he said:__ 

"I both fear and in a gut sense know the effect this must be having on you. I 
know that I am the immediate cause of this suffering. I've passed through periods of 
denial, in which I tried to convince myself that my actions might even have helped yoi. 
But all of that is over now. I have had to glimpse my own cruelty ... . I'm so, so sorr / 
for what I've done and for how it hurts you." — 

My brother is a ship without a rudder, blown this way and that way by the wind. 
His attitudes, beliefs, behavior, and professed principles change in accord with the 
emotions of the moment and the influence of the people he is among at any given time. 
After recovering from the paroxysm of guilt that was expressed in the foregoing letter, 
he gave the interview to the Sacramento Bee even though, as was noted earlier, he 
knew that by doing so he was harming me emotionally and interfering with the 
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preparation of my defense. While he was with people who supported me, that is my 
attorneys, he was overcome with remorse, but when he got back to Linda, Wanda and 
their circle of friends in Schenectady - people who probably told him he was a "hero" 
for denouncing his brother - he regained his nerve and treated himself to another 
round of rubbing shit in my face with the Bee interview. — 

The fact that my brother both loves me and hates me is not very remarkable in 
itself. It is not uncommon for people to have strongly conflicting feelings toward one 
another, or for relationships to alternate between hostility and affection. What is 
remarkable is the seeming lack of connection between the two aspects of my brother's 
personality; they do not seem to be integrated with one another. When he is being 
friendly with me or generous toward me he speaks and acts as if his resentment did not 
exist, and it is possible that he is completely unconscious of that aspect of his feelings 
toward me. At any rate, it seems clear that he is unwilling to face up to it and think 
about it or talk about it. Though I mentioned in my letters the indications of his 
resentment toward me, — he never discussed the issue and never denied or clearly 
admitted that he had any such resentment. The nearest he ever came to admitting 
even that the issue existed was after my first apology — for having harassed him when 
we were kids. He then wrote: 

"I thank you for... your sympathetic understanding of what may have surfaced 
at times as resentment on my part." — 

And that was all he ever said about his resentment. 

It is possible that my brother's hatred is "dissociated" in the psychiatric sense of 
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the word. — But, not being a shrink, I will speculate no further in that direction. 

****** 

What then shall we make of David Kaczynski? Is he a hero or a villain? To the 
convinced and committed bourgeois, terrified by the social instability that threatens his 
comfortable servitude, Dave seems to be a hero. Many other people will feel equally 
strongly that he is a villain: Not only was he motivated by malice that grew in large part 
out of his own sense of inferiority to his brother, but his revenge was a despicable one 
that cost him neither risk nor effort, and he apparently has not even had the courage to 
face up to his own motive. 

To me the issue is not so simple. In the first place, while covert — malice was 

undoubtedly my brot her's main motive for lying abo u t me in the media, it may hav e_ 

been only part of his motive for denouncing me to the FBI. Since he readily absorbs 
the values of the people around him, it may be that after living for several years in an 
essentially conventional milieu he was sincerely shocked by the suspicion that I might 
be the Unabomber. 

Moreover, my brother is for the most part a generous and kindly person. 
Statements and writings of his that I've quoted in this chapter and in Chapter XIV 
indicate that he has at times had fantasies of doing violence to people and to property, 
but in practice, as far as I know, he has never done harm of any kind to anyone but me. 

And as for what he's done to me, I can't claim it is completely unjustified. I 
suppose I ought to be excused for the way I abused him verbally during my 
adolescence, since I was too young to understand what I was doing. But the cruel 
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things that I said to him on certain occasions in adulthood are another matter Even 
though I didn't know how badly I was hurting him, ! did know that I was hurting him 
(See Chapter XI.) 

My brother's personality has its radically disparate aspects; when I think of him 
as the gentle, generous man who truly appreciated nature and wrote so beautifully in 
his letters about his experiences in the desert, I feel sharp regret at many of the things I 
said to him; my resentment is muted, and I feel that he had a right to retaliate against 
me. When I think about his ugly side, about the covertness of his resentment, about 
the way he has subordinated himself to a selfish, vindictive woman, about the lying, 
underhand nature of his revenge, and about the fact that his resentment grew at least in 

part out of his own self-inflicted psychological subordination to me, I feel very bitter _ 

against him. 

On balance I condemn him, because his revenge seems to me to be far out of 
proportion to my offense. 

At the same time, I realize that I am not in a position to judge him objectively. 

Some people who are sufficiently detached from the situation to be free of bias, and 

who understand the lasting pain and injury that can be inflicted by verbal cruelty, may 

well feel that my brother’s retaliation has been no more than an eye for an eye. 

★ ★★★★★ 

But Dave's personal betrayal of me is much less important than his betrayal of 
an ideal, his selling out to an evil kind of society that is destroying, among other things, 
the wilderness that gave him the richest experiences of his life. A traitor is always 
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hated far more than a straightforward enemy, and is an object of contempt to everyone 
except those who expect their side to gain some advantage from his treason. I 
distinguish between a traitor and a defector. By a defector I understand one who 
changes his ideology and his loyalty as a result of an extended period of serious soul- 
searching. By a traitor I mean one who switches sides as a mere matter of 
convenience, or in order to gain some personal advantage, whether material or 
psychological. My brother is unquestionably a traitor. There is not the slightest 
evidence that he did any serious soul-searching before selling out. As soon as Linda 
Patrik offered him the opportunity, he unhesitatingly made himself her acolyte in order 
to satisfy his own peculiar psychological needs. In doing so he left the desert, promptly 

joined the consumer society, adopted its values, and even, a s w ould appear from his_ 

Bee interview, acquired "faith in the system." — His denouncing me to the FBI was not 
only a personal betrayal of me, it was an act of commitment to the system, its values, 
and its power. To those of us who regard the system as evil, my brother is another 
Judas Iscariot, except that, unlike the original Judas, he doesn’t even have enough 
courage to go and hang himself. — 

****** 

In a recent telephone conversation with one of my investigators, Dave asked 
whether it was possible that I could ever forgive him. But he did not offer to retract 
publicly the lies he had told about me or to do anything else to make up for what he had 
done. 

Repentance is cheap - even sincere repentance - if it is not accompanied by 
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any difficult act of reparation. - Some years ago I read the Spandau Diaries of the 
former Nazi Albert Speer. — Speer's ruminations about his own guilt were fairly 
impressive as evidence of thoughtfulness and sensitivity, but I did notice that the book 
gave no indication that Speer had done, or intended to do, anything to make up for his 
actions as a Nazi. He apparently was in a comfortable position financially and he might, 
for example, have devoted large amounts of money or of personal effort to helping 
former victims of the Nazi regime, or their families, or victims of tyranny in some other 
part of the world. It seemed to me that it must have been rather easy for Speer to sit in 
his safe and comfortable study and write a book about his guilt (for which he was 
probably well paid). — 

_To answer my brother’s question, yes J could forgive.him - under certain_ 

conditions. Basically he would have to undo his treason by detaching himself 
permanently from the consumer society, from the system and everything that it 
represents. In order to do this he would have to break off all connection with Linda 
Patrik, because her dominance over him is such that he could never make a lasting 
change in himself as long as he maintained a relationship with her. 

Two possible courses of action would be open to him. He could go back to his 
Texas desert, rip the electrical wiring out of his cabin, and return to his former way of 
life; or he could join some group that is fighting the system — for example, some group 
of radical environmentalists of the Earth First type. I think the second alternative would 
be the only safe one for him. My brother does not easily adhere to any consistent line 
of thought or action without support from other people. If he went back to Texas, it's 
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more than possible that he would fall again under the influence of the people he knows 
there, such as the Episcopal priest. Or, if Linda Patrik wanted him back, she could 
go down there to fetch him, and it's not likely that he would resist her. But if he 
immersed himself in a radical milieu, the influence of the people around him would 
help him to stay on a steady course. In this way he would not only earn my personal 
forgiveness; — what is more important, he would be cleansed and redeemed of his 
treason against the values that he once held in common with me and many other 
people. I know how to put him in touch with environmental radicals, and I believe they 
would accept him if he came to them repentant. 

But, unfortunately, I think it's unlikely that my brother will break away from Linda 

Patrik or from the consumer society. I think his subm erged hatred of me and his_ 

strange need for his servile relationship with Linda are too strong; and beyond that I 

think he is simply too lazy. If he does not redeem himself, then as far as I am 

concerned he is the lowest sort of scum and the sooner he dies, the better. 

****** 

Yet the opportunity for redemption is there if he wants to take it. The wild 
country is waiting for him, and it always forgives those who are truly repentant. 


NOTES TO CHAPTER XV 



1. This is on the basis of a subjective assessment. I have not actually made 
a count of the number of times my brother and I expressed negative opinions, in the 
surviving letters, about modern society. 


2. 

1985. 

(Ca) FL #216, 

3. 

p.4. 

(Ca) FL #247, 

4. 

May, 1984, 

(Ca) FL #283, 
PP- 1, 2. 

5. 

(Ca) FL #298, 

6. (Ca) FL #300, 

p. 7 (note in margin). 

7. 

3, 4. 

(Ca) FL #302, 

8. 

1986, p.4. 

(Ca) FL #330, 

9. 

(Ca) FL #347, 

10. 

(Ca) FL #363, 

11. 

(Ca) FL #380, 


(Ca) FL#298, letter from David Kaczynski to me, December, 1984, p. 4. 


summer or fall of 1988. (Date of clipping appears to be 1988, but legibility of the last 
digit is poor on the Xerox copy that I have, and the date could conceivably be 1989.) 

12. (Ca) FL #377, letter from David Kaczynski to me, June, 1988, p. 2. 

13. (He) Sacramento Bee, January 19, 1997, p. A16, column 6. 

14. (Hg) Time, April 22, 1996, pp. 44, 45. 

15. My brother has always been well liked wherever he has been, and I think 
part of the reason for this is that he is a chameleon who automatically and 
unconsciously changes his behavior, speech, and opinions in such a way as to make 
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himself acceptable and pleasing to whatever social milieu he happens to be absorbed 
in at any given time. 

16. (Ca) FL #248, letter from me to David Kaczynski, late summer or fall of 
1981, p. 16. 

17. (Ca) FL #278, letter from David Kaczynski to me, October, 1983, pp. 4, 5. 

18. (Ca) FL #280, letter from David Kaczynski to me, December, 1983 or 
January, 1984, pp. 3, 4. 

19. (Ca) FL #281, letter from David Kaczynski to me, December, 1983, or 
January, 1984, p. 4. 

20. (Ca) FL #300, letter from David Kaczynski to me, March or April, 1985, 
pp. 4, 5, 8, 9. 

21. (Ca) FL #374, letter from David Kaczynski to me, between February and 
April, 1988, p. 2. 

22. I did not save this letter from Ralph Meister, but my brother himself 

confirmed that he did buy a new pickup truck at about the time he started living with 

Linda. (Qc) Written Reports by Investigator #2, p. T7~ 

23. On September 3,1996, I obtained from Investigator #2 oral information to 
the effect that "Since their marriage, Linda has been buying very expensive, stylish 
clothes for my brother, which he wears." This is a direct quote from (Qe) Investigator 
Note #2, which was written by me; it is not a verbatim quote of the statement of 
Investigator #2. However, on October 8,1997, Investigator #2 and I reviewed a 
verbatim transcript of Investigator Note #2, and Investigator #2 confirmed orally that this 
item of information was correct. This is reported in (Qe) Investigator Note #1. 

At some point Investigator #2 had told me that Dave wore shirts costing 
forty or fifty dollars that Linda bought for him. Later I asked Investigator #2 to confirm 
this, and he/she told me orally on October 8,1997, that Linda buys Dave forty-five 
dollar shirts and he wears them. (Qa) Oral Report from Investigator #2, October 8, 
1997. 


Still later I asked Investigator #2 to give me written confirmation of this, 
and he/she wrote: "On October 7, 1997 ... David also confirmed that he occasionally 
wears shirts that cost around forty-five dollars which Linda has bought for him." (Qc) 
Written Reports by Investigator #2, p. 1. The word "occasionally" had not been 
included in the oral report of the October 7, 1997 interview of David that Investigator #2 
had given me. 
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24. The statement that Dave had electricity installed so that Linda could 
use her computer, and that he put in a driveway, comes from (Ja) Mad Genius, pp 

61, 121. But this book is so riddled with inaccuracies that the information is of doubtful 
value. However, Dave was interviewed by an investigator on October 7, 1997, and on 
October 8 Investigator #2 informed me orally that Dave had confirmed that he did have 
electricity put in his cabin for Linda, and he did install a driveway. (Qa) Oral Report 
from Investigator #2, October 8, 1997. Later I asked Investigator #2 to give me written 
confirmation of the part about the electricity, and he/she wrote: "On October 7, 1997, 
David Kaczynski confirmed that... [he] installed electricity in his cabin for his own 
convenience as well as Linda's." (Qc) Written Reports by Investigator #2, p. 1 . 

It is worth noting that (Ca) FL #482, letter from David Kaczynski to me, 
November 20, 1995, appears to have been prepared on a computer. When Dave 
visited me in Montana in 1986, we spent some time with his friend Al Nc. Al mentioned 
that he'd taken a course on computers, and Dave responded that computers were the 
aspect of technology that he found most repellent. 

25. (Ja) Mad Genius, p. 61, states that Dave cut off his long hair and beard on 

shacking up with Linda Patrik, and this particular item of information does seem to be 
correct, because one of the photographs inserted between p. 116 and p. 117 of Mad 
Genius shows him with n o b eard an d with h air that appears to have bee n "sty led."_ 

26. (He) 60 Minutes, September 15,1996, Part Two, p. 11. 

27. (Ha) NY Times Nat., May 26, 1996, p. 25, column 4. 

28. (Ca) FL #234, letter from David Kaczynski to me, March or April, 1981. 

The Spanish original is: "Reagan ha recobro, lamento te informar. . .. Una otra bala 
atino al secretario de Reagan en la cabeza. Naturalmente esta bien." I'm uncertain as 
to why Dave said that Brady was "alright." 

29. (Ha) NY Times Nat., May 26, 1996, p. 25, columns 3, 4. 

30. As conditions for permanently stopping his attacks, the Unabomber 
demanded publication of the manifesto and of three much shorter annual follow-up 
messages. He also reserved the right to use violence if the authorities ever succeeded 
in tracking him down. (Ha) NY Times Nat, April 26, 1995, p. A16. 

Thus, by helping the FBI to find the Unabomber, my brother would have 
been increasing the risk of further violence — if I were the Unabomber. 

31. (Ha) NY Times Nat., May 26, 1996, p. 25, columns 3, 4; (He) 60 Minutes, 
September 15,1996, Part Two, p. (ii): "LESLIE STAHL: ... Linda dragged David to 
the local library to read the manifesto." P. 4: MIKE WALLACE: ... Linda turned to a 
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childhood friend, Susan Swanson, a private investigator in Chicago, to find an expert to 
compare Ted's letters with the Unabomber's Manifesto." 

32. (Hf) Newsweek, June 3, 1996, LETTERS section. 

33. (Db) Dave's Deposition, pp. 159-163. 

34. Same, pp. 21-23. Dale Es. declined to give Dave any opinion as to 
whether I might be the Unabomber, but he did suggest to Dave that he ought to visit 
me. Accordingly, my brother wrote me a letter (Ca) FL #482, November 20, 1995, in 
which he said he would like to come and see me. This letter was an interesting 
exercise in hypocrisy. It was carefully formulated to avoid giving any hint that Dave 
suspected me of being the Unabomber or that anything else unusual was happening; it 
rambled along nostalgically about how much he cared for me, and concluded: 'Td like 
to see you because we're brothers, with shared memories and a bond of genuine 
affection between us." This at a time when he was contemplating denouncing me to 
the FBI. The expressions of feeling in this letter do not have the flat, stereotyped 
quality that my brother's language often shows when he is being insincere; perhaps 
because he took his time and prepared the letter carefully. I'm reminded of the way he 
used to take me in by telling little lies as a kid. He's a very good liar when he takes the 
trouble to put out the necessary effort. 


Since I had made it emphatically clear that I wanted to separate myself 
permanently from the family ((Ca) FL #461, letter from me to David Kaczynski, July 20, 
1991; FL#466, letter from me to David Kaczynski, August 13, 1991), I don't know how 
he could have expected me to let him come and visit. 

In my answering letter (Ca) FL #483, letter from me to David Kaczynski, 
November 30, 1995,1 reminded him in strong terms that I never wanted to see or hear 
from him or any member of that stinking family again - but with this qualification: I 
reaffirmed my commitment to help him if he were ever in desperate straits; if he needed 
such help he could contact me. 

35. For example, an FBI agent named Kathleen Puckett who had a degree in 
psychology told my brother that I would be happier if I were permanently imprisoned, 
and he apparently swallowed it. (Db) Dave's Deposition, pp. 114, 115. Dave is well 
aware of my powerful need for personal freedom, and only an incredible degree of both 
gullibility and self-deception could have enabled him to believe that garbage. Of 
course, he wanted to believe it because it helped him resolve his conflict. Also see (Db) 
Dave's Deposition, p. 120. 

36. (Me) Story by David Kaczynski, "El Ciboio," p. 178. 

37. Same, p. 180. 
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38. (Hb) Washington Post, June 16, 1996, p. A21. 

39. (He) Sacramento Bee, January 19, 1997, p. A16, column 5. Also see (Ha) 
NY Times Nat, May 26, 1996, p. 25, column 3. 

40. (Ha) NY Times Nat., May 26, 1996, p. 22, column 1. 

41. (He) Sacramento Bee, January 19, 1997, p. A16, column 1. In this See 
interview, my brother does a great deal of whining over how awful he feels about the 
fact that he had to denounce me to the FBI, but a photograph on p. 1 of the See, 
apparently taken at the time of the interview, shows him with an expression so self- 
satisfied that two members of my defense team independently expressed annoyance at 
his smug appearance. It's quite true that he is troubled by guilt over what he's done, 
but I think his sense of guilt is outweighed by his satisfaction at having finally gotten 
revenge on big brother. 

42. (Ha) NY Times Nat., May 26, 1996, p. 22, column 2. 

43. Same, p. 1, column 1. 

44. (Qc) Written Reports by Investigator #2, p. 1. This information must have 
been conveyed to Investigator #2 by Investigator #3. 

45. (He) Sacramento Bee, January 19, 1997, pp. A1, A16. 

46. (Pf) Government's Opposition to Motion to Suppress, p. 66. The 
prosecuting attorneys quoted my brother's statements to the media also on p. 43 
(footnote). 

In fairness to my brother, I should point out that immediately after the 
words "It's got to be him," the Bee article continued: "But [Dave] 'went back and forth' 
with his suspicions ...," a statement that the prosecutors found convenient to omit. (He) 
Sacramento Bee, January 19,1997, p. A16, column 4. Even so, the way my brother 
described to the media his role in my arrest clearly tended to encourage a presumption 
that I was guilty. 

47. (Cb) FL Supplementary Item #3. Notice how trite that last sentence is: 

"I'm so, so sorry Do we glimpse here the flat, stereotyped mode of expression 

that often marks my brother when he is being insincere? Maybe, maybe not. But I 
have no doubt that most of the letter is quite sincere. 

48. (He) Sacramento Bee, January 19, 1997, p. A16, column 2: "David ... 
acknowledged] that he has had bouts of depression in recent months. ... But with the 
support of his family and friends, he said, ’I have bounced back.'" 


424 


49. For example, (Ca) FL #248, letter from me to David Kaczynski, late 
summer or fall of 1981, pp. 17-20. 


50. (Ca) FL #263, letter from me to David Kaczynski, July 30, 1982. 

51. (Ca) FL #264, letter from David Kaczynski to me, Summer, 1982, p. 1. 

52. See latter half of Chapter II. 


53. "Covert" in the sense that he probably hides it even from himself. 

54. 'Then Judas, which had betrayed him, when he saw that he was 
condemned, repented himself, and brought again the thirty pieces of silver to the chief 
priests and elders, 


"Saying, I have sinned in that I have betrayed the innocent blood. And 
they said, What is that to us? see thou to that. 


"And he cast down the pieces of silver in the temple, and departed, and 
went and hanged himself." 


Matthew 27: 3, 4, 5. 


I trust my readers will realize that, in comparing my brother to Judas 
Iscariot, I do not intend any comparison of myself with Jesus Christ. 

55. This, of course, is true also of my own repentance over the things I 
sometimes said to my brother; but, under the circumstances, I don't think I owe him any 
reparation. 

56. Albert Speer, Spandau: The Secret Diaries, Pocket Books, a division of 
Simon and Schuster, 1977 

57. In fairness to Speer, I should mention that he had spent twenty years in 
prison as a war criminal, which certainly was not easy; but it was of no practical use to 
former victims of the Nazis. 


58. When I say that he would have my forgiveness, I mean that I would no 
longer bear him any ill will and that I would regard all accounts between us as having 
been squared. But under no circumstances will I ever again hold amicable 
conversation or maintain a personal relationship with him. Any such relationship would 
be bad for both of us. 
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CHAPTER XVI 


Every journalist who is not too stupid or too full of himself to 
notice what is going on knows that what he does is morally 
indefensible. - 

- Janet Malcom 


L.M. Singhvi. .. relates the anecdote of an Eastern European 
journalist who said:"... our newspapers, like those of the rest of 
the world, contain truths, half-truths, and lies. The truths are found 
on the sport pages, the half-truths are found in the weather 
forecasts, and the lies are found in everything else." - 

- La Jornada 

It must be the very first thing you learn in journalism school: Why 
do research when you can make things up? - 

- David Gelemter 


At the end of Chapter I we saw how Serge F. Kovaleski and Lorraine Adams of 


the Washington Post lied about my "hospital experience" by misquoting my mother's 

Baby Book. The New York Times, too, lied in its May 26, 1996 article about me. The 

Zcxc -/oj 

author of the article, Robert D. McFadden, wrote that the Unabomberwas described by 


a witness as having "reddish-brown hair." - But the description that the FBI obtained 
from the witness in question stated that the Unabomber had reddish -blond hair. - So 
why did McFadden make it reddish-brown? Obviously because he found it 
inconvenient that I didn't fit the description of the Unabomber. Since the fact that the 
Unabomber had reddish-blond hair had been massively publicized, it is scarcely 
conceivable that McFadden's error could have been inadvertent. 

In the very next paragraph McFadden makes another statement that has the 
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earmarks of a conscious lie. He states that when the Unabomber was spotted by the 
witness he "panicked" and "fled." - There was no basis for this statement. The 
Unabomber's coolness in leaving the scene had already been publicized. - 

Many journalists do not hesitate to lie to individuals in order to get material for 
stories. As an example I quote the following from a letter from Sherri Wood, librarian at 
Lincoln, Montana: 

"[0]ne day a reporter came in [to the library] from the Sacramento Bee and 
asked for an interview and we told him no. Then he asked us for just some general 
information about you and the arrest, and the town, just for background information. He 
said that it would be off the record. I said ok, and went to file books as we talked. After 
a while I heard Mary ask him why he was writing if this was all off record and then he 
said he had changed his mind and decided to put it on record. We both immediately 
shut up and then asked him to leave, after we told him what a rat we thought he was. 

He did then go on to print an article and made it sound like I gave him an interview 
voluntarily. ... I do not trust the press ... ." - 

Unmistakably conscious lies about concrete facts are relatively infrequent in the 
media. False statements are extremely common, but it is clear that many of them are 
simply the result of negligence, and it is often impossible to distinguish the intentional 
falsehoods from the negligent ones. 

In the May 26, 1996 New York Times articles about me, I counted at least 42 
clear errors of fact, in addition to the two intentional lies that we cited earlier. To give 
just a few examples: The Times states that my father "loved to go hunting." - To my 
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knowledge he hunted once, and only once, in his life. The Times states that my mother 
was "familiar with science." - In reality she doesn't know as much science as the 
average fifth-grader. The Times states that the car I bought in 1967 was used. In 
fact, it was new. The Times has my father's employment history badly garbled . 321 Etc., 
etc., etc. 

Other national news sources didn’t do much better than the New York Times. 
Thus Time Magazine wrote that I had "an outhouse out back" and a root cellar below 
my cabin, that I had volumes of Thackary, that I sometimes stayed inside for weeks at a 
stretch — (all of which are false). . . the errors just go on and on and on. 

The errors we've just been citing are probably inadvertent ones that resulted 
merely from excessively sloppy reporting, since it isn't clear what motive the media 
would have for lying in these cases. But when false statements are made that tend to 
incriminate me, or tend to make me seem repellent or despicable, it is often difficult to 
tell whether the falsehoods are accidental or malicious. For example, when Time 
reported that I had "bomb manuals" in my cabin — (which is false), were they lying 
purposely or were they just relaying false information that they had received from some 
FBI agent? When Newsweek wrote," Ted continued to take handouts from his brother 
- a few thousand dollars in money orders over the years," was the falsehood intentional 
or only the result of sloppiness in collecting facts? — 

Thus far I have been discussing only false assertions made by the media 
themselves concerning concrete factual matters. But there also have been falsehoods 
of other types. One of these types I call the "irresponsible quote." A newspaper or 
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magazine protects itself from the accusation of falsehood by means of little phases like 
" Jones said ..or" according to Smith ... ." For example, the New York Times 
wrote: "Butch Gehring . . . said he once heard [Ted] complain about his costs rising to 
$300 from $200 a year," — which is false. The Times also quoted a former neighbor of 
mine, [Le] Roy Weinberg, to the effect that as a kid I" didn't play," — a statement so 
implausible on its face that it should have aroused any reporter's suspicion. What is 
much more serious, the Times quoted irresponsible statements that tended to 
incriminate me: "Stacie Frederickson, a Greyhound agent in Butte, remembered 
ticketing Mr. Kaczynski -' a geeky-looking guy' - about 15 times on intercity buses 
south to Salt Lake City or west to the Coast." — Frederickson's statement is false. "At 
a Burger King restaurant next to the bus terminal in Sacramento, Mike Singh, the 
manager, remembered [Ted]. He was carrying what appeared to be an armful of 
books. He had a sandwich and a cup of coffee and left. Mr. Kaczynski took a room at 
the Royal Hotel, next door to the bus station. A desk clerk, Frank Hensley, 
remembered him because he stayed there periodically in recent years, usually in spring 
or summer, for three days to a week at a time. He used the name Conrad to sign the 
registration book ... ." — Singh's and Hensley's statements also are false. If 
Frederickson, Singh, and Hensley didn't simply invent their stories, then they have 
confused me with someone else. In earlier chapters we discussed many other false 
statements about me that have been quoted in the New York Times or other national 
news sources, and - it must be emphasized - there have been so many others (even 
in the New York Times alone) that it would be impractical for me to try to mention all of 
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them. I haven't even tried to count them. 

As experienced journalists, the New York Times's reporters and staff writers are 
well aware that, especially in highly publicized cases, there are a great many people 
who will make statements that are false or grossly distorted, either because they are 
stupid, or because they want to see their names in the paper, or for some other reason. 
Yet the New York Times and other national and local periodicals have quoted the 
uncorroborated words of any jerk who has taken it into his head to talk to the media, 
and they have done so without warning their readers that the quoted material is highly 
unreliable. 

Among the large numbers of unverified statements that are available, do the 
media select for quotation those that give a story th e sla nt th at th e edito rs wan t? They 
probably do, though it is difficult to prove it. It is worth noting that almost all of the false 
statements that have been published about me in periodicals of national circulation 
have been negative or neutral; only a rare few have been positive. 

There is yet another way in which the media purvey falsehood, and in this case 
there cannot be the slightest doubt that intentional slanting is involved. Journalists will 
make negative statements about an individual that are so vague that there is no way 
they can ever be definitely proved or disproved, yet by repeating such statements over 
and over again throughout an article they can give their readers a decidedly false 
impression of the individual in question. 

Robert D. McFadden's article in the New York Times provides an excellent 
example of this technique. The article appears under the headline," The Tortured 
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Genius of Theodore Kaczynski." — In reality I am neither tortured nor a genius. 
McFadden proceeds to assert that in my Montana cabin I "watched dying embers flicker 
visions of a wretched humanity." — I did nothing of the kind. The next paragraph states 
that mathematics was the "sole passion of [my] life" and that it was "suddenly dead ." iSL 
Actually, mathematics was never the sole passion of my life, and my interest in it 
declined not suddenly but gradually, over a period of years. McFadden then describes 
my undergraduate days at Harvard as "humiliating." - They had their bad points, 
certainly, but I never felt that they were humiliating. He describes the lines at the 
corners of my mouth as "obstinate," — but there is no rational evidence that they have 
anything to do with obstinacy. In his fifth paragraph, McFadden speaks of my 
supposed "instabilities", "obsessions," and "rigidities" — without presenting any rational 
evidence that I was unstable, obsessed, or rigid, and he goes on to say that I 
"deteriorated" until my family "did not recognize" me, — which is sheer fantasy. The 
article rambles along endlessly in the same vein. 

Most of these assertions are so indefinite that it would be virtually impossible 
ever to prove them false. How would one prove that one has no "instabilities" or that 
one has not "deteriorated?" The words are just too vague. It might be possible to 
disprove a few of the assertions if one wanted to take the trouble; for example, I might 
be able to document that fact that mathematics was never the sole passion of my life. 
But I would have to devote several pages to this seemingly trivial point, and in doing so 
I would look ridiculous because I would appear to be making a mountain out of a 
molehill. I would look even more ridiculous if I tried to prove that I am not "tortured", 
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since the word was never meant to be taken literally anyway; it was used only for its 
emotional impact. Yet emotional language and indefinite assertions of the kind used by 
McFadden, when repeated over and over, can quite successfully portray an individual 
as a repellent sicko. 

Needless to say, the New York Times is not the only periodical that uses this 
technique. The method is applied quite generally in the news media. 

Before my arrest -- that is, before I had the opportunity to compare what I know 
to be the truth with what the media say - if someone had told me how dishonest the 
media are I would never have believed it. Since my arrest I have talked with a number 
of lawyers, investigators, jail personnel, and law enforcement officers who in their daily 
work have seen the difference between what they have personally experienced and 
what the media report, and they have all told me that most journalists have little regard 
for truth and little hesitation about embroidering their stories. As one very able lawyer 
expressed it to me, "These people are animals - animals!" See Appendix 7. 

Why do journalists stretch the truth as far as they do? For one thing, the news 
media are supported mainly by advertising, and to sell advertising space they need a 
large audience. They know that the public is more attracted by a dramatic story that 
portrays someone as a hero or a villain than by a sober, careful, balanced account. 

For another thing, the media are controlled by people who are committed to the 
system because it is from their position in the system that they get their power and their 
status. Consequently, the media constitute a kind of cheerieading squad for the system 
and its values. Journalists who don't cooperate with the system's propaganda line are 
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not hired by major news outlets and that is why the news media uniformly support the 
basic values of the system. It is also why they portray as a viilain or a sicko anyone 
who appears to be a threat to those values. 

In my case, the FBI quickly succeeded in convincing the media (through 
dishonest tactics that we will discuss later) that I was probably the Unabomber. 
Journalists must have realized that my identification as the Unabomber was uncertain, 
since the FBI is known to have railroaded innocent people in the past, but they knew 
that they could attract a bigger audience by jumping on the bandwagon and trumpeting 
to the world the capture of the supposed Unabomber than by publishing a sober 
account that retained rational skepticism. — Moreover, the Unabomber had attacked 
the basic values o f th e system i n a stri kingly effective way; h ence, on ce they h ad 
accepted the assumption that I was the Unabomber, the media had to maintain the 
propaganda line by depicting me as a repellent sicko. 

During the first months following my arrest I repeatedly asked my lawyers about 
the possibility of suing some of these people for libel, but they told me that it probably 
wouldn't be worth the trouble, because the very volume of publicity about me had made 
me into a "public figure," and the libel laws concerning "public figures" made it very 
difficult for any such person to win a libel suit. 

The statement I made earlier, that the major news media uniformly support the 
basic values of the system, may be questioned by some readers who notice that it is 
not uncommon for the media to criticize various aspects of the system. But there is a 
difference between questioning aspects and questioning basic values of the system. 
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The media criticize, for example, corruption, police brutality, and racism whenever they 
appear in the system, but in doing so they are not criticizing the system itself or its basic 
values, they are criticizing diseases of the system. Corruption, police brutality, and 
racism are all bad for the system, and by criticizing them the media are helping to 
strengthen the system. 

On infrequent occasions the major news media do allow cautious criticism of 
some of the system's basic values. — But such criticism is expressed in more-or-less 
abstract terms that keep it remote from the sphere of practical action. The attitude is 
always, "Isn’t it too bad that such-and-such; but after all we just have to accept it and 
live with it as best we can." No one is ever encouraged to do anything that might 

actually upset the workings of the system. __ 

"' If you mean to tell me,' said an editor to me, 'that Esquire tries to have articles 
on important issues and treats them in such a way that nothing can come of it — who 
can deny it? '" 211 - Paul Goodman, Growing up Absurd 

Criticisms of the system that appear in the media constitute one of the safety 
valves that help to relieve the average man’s resentment; and moreover they provide 
the illusion of independent-minded journalism. Thus they help to deaden the impulse to 
real, substantial, fundamental dissent. 

After my arrest on April 3,1996, FBI agents and officials began disclosing to the 
media massive amounts of information concerning the alleged evidence found in my 
cabin, and other supposed evidence against me - though much of the "information" 
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was in fact false. Even if ail of the information had been true, its release would have 
been unethical and contrary to regulations. The government itself admitted this: 

"The United States acknowledges that government personnel have disclosed to 
members of the press certain details of the search of Kaczynski's cabin and of the 
government's investigation. Although there is no evidence that these disclosures were 
made with the intent to influence legal proceedings [ha!], such disclosures were 
improper and contrary to Department of Justice policy." — 

FBI Director Louis Freeh and Attorney General Janet Reno must have known 
about the massive disclosures to the press within a day or so after they began. In fact, 
Freeh issued the following directive on April 4: 

'To protect the integrity of this investigation and prosecution, I am reminding you 
of our 'bright line' policy, and there is to be no discussion with the media regarding any 
aspect of this case. It is not only distressing to both me and the Attorney General, but 
to every person who has worked so tirelessly on this matter over the last several years, 
to read and hear investigative information in the press. It is destructive to provide that 
information and must not continue to happen [sic]." — 

But the disclosures continued for several days. There cannot be the slightest 
doubt that Louis Freeh and Janet Reno could have stopped most of the disclosures 
immediately if they had wanted to, because this was not just a matter of a dribble of 
information leaking out covertly; the disclosures were on a massive scale. — The 
lawyer who was then representing me, Michael Donahoe, told me that FBI agents 
involved in the search were openly taking items of alleged evidence from the cabin, 
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showing them to representatives of the media, and explaining (not necessarily truthfully) 
what they were. — Yet Freeh and Reno allowed the disclosures to go on until, on April 
17, Freeh issued a statement: 

" I ordered an investigation early this month of whether any FBI employees have 
leaked investigative information from the UNABOM case. ... Unauthorized disclosure 
of investigative information or other confidential material will lead to immediate firing 
from the FBI and possible prosecution." — 

By that time, my attorney Michael Donahoe had already filed a motion to dismiss 
the charges against me on the grounds that the publicity had irrevocably destroyed my 
right to a fair trial. — In denying this motion, Judge Charles C. Lovell relied in part on 
the statement of Louis Freeh that we have just quoted: 

"Judge Freeh [Lovell wrote] has ordered an investigation, and he has promised 
dismissals and prosecution for any government officials releasing confidential 
information."» 

On August 29, 1996, my attorney Quin Denvir wrote to Robert Cleary, Special 
Attorney to the U.S. Attorney General and chief prosecutor in my case: 

"Dear Mr. Cleary: 

" On April 4, 1996 [sic; should be April 17], FBI Director Louis J. Freeh issued a 
directive stating, inter al, that the FBI's Office of Professional Responsibility was 
conducting an investigation into the leakage of information regarding the Unabom case 
and that 'unauthorized disclosure of investigative information or other confidential 
information will lead to immediate firing from the FBI and possible prosecution.' In 
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denying Mr. Kaczynski’s Montana motion regarding the leakage of information, the 
district court relied upon that statement of Director Freeh. (RT, p. 13.) I am writing to 
inquire as to whether the FBI Office of Professional.Responsibility has conducted its 
investigation in this regard and whether any FBI personnel have been fired or otherwise 
disciplined as a result of that investigation." — 

Mr. Denvir has told me that as of mid-October, 1997, he has received no answer 
to this letter. 

It's obvious that Janet Reno and Louis Freeh never seriously intended to prevent 
the unauthorized disclosures or punish the agents responsible for them. The 
disclosures were made with the acquiescence (if not the covert encouragement) of 
Reno and Freeh, becau se t he Justice Department knew that the warrant for the search 
of my cabin had been issued without probable cause. By trying me in the media and 
creating a public presumption of my guilt, they hoped to make it difficult for a judge to 
suppress the alleged evidence seized from my cabin on the grounds that the warrant 
was invalid. 

****** 

As long as we are on the subject of the FBI, I can't resist passing along an 
anecdote that was recounted to me by a police officer whom I believe to be intelligent 
and reliable, and who told me he was an eyewitness of the events. 

A local police agency located a drug dealer in whom the FBI was particularly 
interested and passed the information on to the Feds. The FBI and the local agency 
then set up a stake-out around the hotel where the suspect was living and waited for 
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him to come out. After they'd waited for several hours, one of the FBI cars pulled away 
and drove off. Then another FBI car left and then another. The local police lieutenant 
who was in charge of the stake-out wondered what was happening, so he took off after 
the FBI cars, pulled one of them over, and asked what was going on. The FBI agents 
answered that it was five o'clock and they weren't allowed to work overtime without 
permission from their supervisor. So they had just taken off without bothering to notify 
the local police involved in the stake-out. 

I am not, of course, in a position to vouch for the accuracy of this account, but I 
find it easy to believe in view of other evidence I've seen of the incompetence of the 
FBI. I'm told that most local police forces that have worked with the Feds are 

contemptuous of the m. It see ms that the F BI is good at just one thing, namely,_ 

propaganda. It has succeeded in creating an image of itself as the world's most 
effective law-enforcement organization, and, considering the difference between the 
image and the reality, this constitutes a truly brilliant demonstration of the 
propagandist’s art. 
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NOTES TO CHAPTER XV! 


Janet Malcolm, The Journalist and the Murderer, Vintage Books, Random 


P- 3. 


2. La Jornada Semanal, May 18, 1997, p. 7. La Jornada Semanal is a 
supplement inserted in the Mexican newspaper La Jornada. The passage quoted has, 
of course, been translated from Spanish. 


3. David Gelemter, Drawing Life: Sun/iving the Unabomber, The Free Press 
1997, p. 51. 

4. (Ha) NY Times Nat., May 26, 1996, p. 24, column 4. 

5. (Pd) Application and Affidavit for Search Warrant, p. 80, paragraph 154. 

tcj. cxc Id -// 

For example (Hf) Newsweek, April 15, 1996, p. 40: 'The woman banged \ JO 
on the window, motioning the man away. He calmly picked up the bag and left." Media\ 
reports of the Unabomber's calmness are supported by the FBI's reports of its \ 

-interviews-with thawitness_(Nc) Polic&-FBUnterview^QfTammara Fluehe,. February_22 _A _ 

1987, p. 5: "FLUEHE stated that the individual never seemed in a hurry, and walked at 
a normal pace." (Na) FBI 302 number 12, November 18, 1993, p. 1:" FLUEHE said that 
when she yelled to GAY the individual placing the device on the ground looked up at 
her... he then slowly stood up, turned around and walked toward 300 East Street." 

(Nd) Memorandum of Interview with Tammara Dawn Fluehe on December 16, 1993: 

"FLUEHE stated the individual who placed the device ... knew he was being observed,^ 
but did not appear to be startled or afraid and the individual slowly turned around and 
walked away. ... This individual seemed very confident and in no hurry when he left 
the area." 



I am not especially trying to defend the Unabomber's courage. I am 
concerned only to show that McFadden is a liar. 

7. (Cb) FL Supplementary Item #14, letter from Sherri Wood to me, February 
2, 1998, 

p. 1. Early in April of 1998 I asked Jeff Severson, a legal assistant on my defense 
team, to call Sherri Wood and ask her if it would be alright for me to use the quotation 
to which this footnote refers. She gave her permission orally. Later she sent Mr. 
Severson a letter in which she slightly corrected what she had written in FL 
Supplementary Item #14. Instead of saying that the reporter had "changed his mind 
and decided to put it on record," she wrote:" He stated he had decided that it should be 
up to his boss if what we were saying should be off the record or not." See (Cb) FL 




Supplementary Item #15, letter from Sherri Wood to Jeff Severson, April 8, 1998 
There are no other discrepancies between these two letters of Sherri Wood. 


8. (Ha) NY Times Nat., May 26, 1996, p. 22, column 3. 

9. (Ha) NY Times Nat., May 26, 1996, p. 23, column 3. 

10. Same, p. 23, column 4. The truth is that my father had been working for a 

Chicago company called Cushion-Pak. In or around 1966, Cushion-Pak sent him to 
Lisbon, Iowa to start a small branch that was called Iowa Cushion-Pak. Iowa Cushion- 
Pak was doing well when the parent company called my father back to Chicago. After 
working for a few years in Chicago for Cushion-Pak, my father resigned and took a job 
with Foam Cutting Engineers because it was much closer to his house in Lombard. 

The owners of Foam Cutting Engineers were not the same as those of Cushion-Pak 
and Iowa Cushion-Pak. In fact, Foam Cutting Engineers and Cushion-Pak were 
competitors. 

11. (Hg) Time, April 15, 1996, pp. 40, 41. I never had an outhouse. I did 
have a root cellar, but it was not gnderneath my cabin; it was more than a hundred feet 

away. I had no volume of Thacjfcjuw^ I could not have stayed indoors for weeks at a fhacJcgucu/ 

stretch even if I had wanted to, because I had to fetch water, cut firewood, tend my 

garden, gather wild greens,_hunt for meat^and.soiorth._ 


12. (Hg) Time, April 15, 1996, p. 4J v^rote that my home had "two walls filled 
floor to ceiling with Shakespeare and Thadj^jy and bomb manuals." In reality, no wall ^ 
of my cabin had more than a single sh|lf of books; I had perhaps two or three volumes ' 
of Shakespeare, not more; no Thacifffjy; and I had no bomb manuals whatsoever. 


uro - t -h ^ p-'" 
tsatfp, my 


13. The quotation is from (Hf) Newsweek, April 22, 1996, p. 32. I accepted 
"handouts" from my parents. Every one of them was matched by an equal handout to 
my brother, except for the final handouts in 1991, amounting to s om e wh a t - mor e 
~? 0( ^-se ven - thousand do ll a rs. See Chapter VII, pp. 212, 213 . As to the ireven-thnin 

brother could not have complained that he was getting short-changed, since at that time 
I renounced all claim to my share of our parents' estate, so that the entire amount (a 
matter of some hundreds of thousands of dollars) would go to my brother on our 
mother's death. See (Ca) FL #461, letter from me to David Kaczynski, July 20,1991, 
pp. 8, 9. 




2H, 2/Z. 


I never asked for nor accepted any "handouts" from my brother. In 
Chapter IX, pp .J261-263 ,1 described how he offered me money for medical treatment in 
case I needed ITand how I declined his offer. In 1985 my brother offered to give me 
$200 for bus fare so that I could visit him in Texas. (Ca) FL#302, letter from David 
Kaczynski to me, April or May, 1985, p. 4. I answered," Your offer to give me $200.00 
for bus fare is very generous — but I couldn't accept it." (Ca) FL#304, letter from me to 
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David Kaczynski, late spring or summer of 1985, p. 2. In late 1994 I asked my brother 
for two loans totalling $3,000. My brother did lend me this money, but a loan is not a 
"handout”. It is true that I was unable to repay my brother at the time when I had told 
him I hoped to do so, but it is also true that the loan was well secured, so that he was in 
no danger of losing his money. I changed the deed to my land so that it was held by 
my brother and me in joint tenancy, and if I had died it would automatically have 
become his sole property. I also sent my brother notes in which I stated that the land 
was to become his property if I did not repay the loans by a specified date. According 
to a local realtor, the land could have been sold for about twelve or fifteen thousand ~ 
dollars. All this is confirmed by my correspondence with my brother, (Ca) FL#473 
through FL#483, and by (Ga) Deed #6. 


14. (Ha) NY Times Nat., May 26, 1996, p. 24, column 1. Th e re w as a n- article 
\ (I Id) Missoutimr, April 3, 199 7 (the MssouMn Is Hie newspa p er of Missou l a, M o nt 
'authored by one Mick Holien, that was based on an interview with Butch Gehring and 
bis wife Wendy. It contained the usual nonsense. It is distressing that a supposedly 
responsible newspaper would publish material like this solely on the word of people 
/whom any experienced journalist should have recognized as chuckle-headed and 
/ unreliable._ ______ 



15. (Ha) NY Times Nat., May 26, 1996, p. 22, column 3. A photograph 
- published in (Hg)-77me r April-15—1996, p. 46, shows me-playing in ^sandbox in our - 
back yard in Evergreen Park in 1954. I very often played in our back yard, and Leroy 
Weinberg must frequently have seen me doing so, since his back yard began only a 
few feet beyond the point where our back yard ended. 


16. (Ha) NY Times Nat., May 26, 1996, p. 24, column 1. 

17. Same, p. 25, column 1. 

18. Same, p. 1. 

19. The media often inserted little inconspicuous phrases in their articles that 
would enable them to claim that they had not actually said that I was the Unabomber, 
but it is safe to say that most readers scarcely noticed these phrases and received 
essentially the message that I was the Unabomber. For example, (Hg) Time, April 15, 
1996, p. 37: " The man who seems to be the Unabomber was arrested - another 
example of the way in which a demon, hitherto concealed, may shrivel when brought 
into sunlight. The suspect’s family turned him in because they recognized his writings - 
a killer betrayed by his own prose style." 


Despite the phrase "seems to be" and the fact that I was called a 
"suspect," to all but the most careful readers this amounted practically to a statement 
that I was the Unabomber. 
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20. See, for example, (Hg) Time, August 28, 1995, pp. 50-57, 'The Evolution 
of Despair," by Robert Wright. The author does hint at practical action, but none that 
would be in conflict with the basic needs and values of the system. 

21. Paul Goodman, Growing up Absurd, Vintage Books, 1960, Chapter II, pp. 

39-40. 

22. (Pb) Government's opposition to Donahoe's motion, p. 4. 

23. Same, p. 3. 

24. (Pa) Donahoe's memorandum in support of motion to dismiss, Appendix A 
and Appendix B. 

25. For confirmation see (Cf) Letter from Quin Denvirto Michael Donahoe. 

26. (Pb) Government's opposition to Donahoe's motion, Exhibit C. 

27. (Pa) Donahoe's motion to dismiss. 

28. (Pc) Denial of Donahoe's motion, pp. 7, 8. 

-29. (Ce) Letter from Quin Denvir to Robert Cleary. 
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NOTES ON DOCUMENTS 


The documents on which this book relies will be stored in a suitable place and 
filed in an orderly way so that it will be possible to verify that I have cited them 
accurately. Each set of documents will be placed in an envelope bearing a letter 
designation: Aa, Ab, . . . Ba, Bb, ..., etc. To make it easy to locate the documents 
referred to in footnotes, I give references in the form. 

(Letter designation of envelope) + name of document (often abbreviated) + page 
number or other information indicating the relevant part of the document. 

For example, "(Ab) Autobiog of TJK 1959, p. 44" means page 44 of the 
autobiography th at Theod ore J. Kaczynski wrote in 19 59, which is located in envelope 
Ab. Again, "(Fd) School Records of TJK, U. Mich., p. 52" means page 52 of Theodore 
J. Kaczynski's academic records from the University of Michigan, which are located in 
envelope Fd. 

In some cases a letter designation covers more than one envelope. For 
example, my journals are all cited under the letter designation Ba, but here the 
envelopes are marked "Ba. Series I, #1 through #7", or the like, so that there will be no 
difficulty in locating the right envelope. The family letters are not in envelopes at all, but 
are filed in a large cardboard box, which bears the letter designation Ca. 

Here follows a list of the letter designations, with a description of the documents 
filed under each, and remarks on the reliability of the information given in the 
documents. 
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Aa. Autobiog of TJK 1958. This is a very brief autobiographical sketch that I 
wrote as part of my application for admission to Harvard. Its trustworthiness is impaired 
by the fact that it was written under the close supervision of my mother, and some of 
the language may even be hers. 

Ab. Autobiog of TJK 1959. This is a brief autobiographical sketch that I wrote, 
probably in the fall of 1959, for Professor Henry A. Murray as part of a psychological 
study in which I participated. Its trustworthiness is impaired by the fact that I resented 
having been talked into participating in Murray's study and therefore tried to avoid 
revealing too much about my inner self. I tended to downplay problems rather than 
speaking about them frankly; specifically, I understated the problems I had during 
adolescence with my parents and my sch o ol m ates. Also, se e Chapter II, pp. 61, 62. _ 

Ac. Autobiog of TJK 1979. This is a long autobiography that I wrote in the 
early months of 1979. It is a first draft that was never revised; as a result it is rather 
disorganized and the language is often rough. It should be quite trustworthy, as I was 
completely honest in writing it, and, while errors of memory are always possible, I 
believe that any such errors are inconsequential. 

Ad. Autobiog of TJK 1988. In 1988 I consulted a psychotherapist in Helena, 
Montana, not with the intention of taking therapy, but in search of practical advice and 
encouragement in an effort to find a woman for myself. In preparation for the one 
interview I had with her, I sent her an autobiographical sketch that covered mainly my 
(always unsuccessful) relations with women. This autobiography is inaccurate to the 
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extent that it omits certain facts that ought to have been included in order to give a 
balanced picture (e.g., my behavior on breaking off with Ellen Tarmichael), and it 
misrepresents the feelings I had during a certain period in my life. But statements of 
concrete facts in the 1988 autobiography are trustworthy excepts for one error that I am 
about to mention. 

The document exists in two versions. The first is a carbon copy of what I sent 
the therapist; the second is a version that I prepared a few months later. The second 
version differs from the first only in that certain details of language have been improved, 
and an error of memory (concerning something I had once read) has been corrected. 

In this book, the version that we cite is always the second. 

_The 1958 autobiography was sent to Harvard and I did not see it again until after. 

my arrest; the 1959 autobiography was given to Professor Murray and I did not see it 
again until after my arrest; the 1979 autobiography was hidden away around 1980 or 
1981 and I did not see it again until a few months before my arrest. Thus my four 
autobiographies are completely independent of one another. 

Ae. Autobiog of Wanda. This is an account of the first ten years of my 
mother's life that she wrote in 1986. Its reliability is very questionable, because my 
mother is a person who often exaggerates and occasionally lies outright; and her 
memory of events is often garbled. But I have no doubt that the alcoholism and abuse 
portrayed by this autobiography were quite real. This is confirmed by a letter from my 
mother's sister Freda (Cb) FL Supplementary Item #4. Also, on several occasions 




many years ago I heard my mother's brother, Benny Dombek, speak of their mother's 
alcoholism and abusiveness. 

Ba. Journals of TJK. These are journals that I kept over a span of more than 
twenty-five years. Some contain accounts of my personal experiences. Some are filled 
with my thoughts and ideas, and quotations from my reading. Some contain mixed 
materials. The journals are highly reliable, since they are completely honest and nearly 
all of the information about personal experiences was written down within a few days of 
the events. 

The journals are divided into eight series, as follows: 

Series I, #1 through #7 

Series II, #1 through #6 

_Series lir, #1 through #8___ 

Series IV, #1 

Series V, #1 

Series VI, #1 through #5 

Series VII, #1 through #4 

Series VIII, #1 

The numbering does not accurately represent the chronological sequence in 
which the journals were written. 

Bb. Notes on my Journals. This is a set of notes commenting on Series I and 
II of the journals. 

Be. Baby Book. This is a journal, kept by my mother, of the first nineteen 
months of my life. I think it is reasonably reliable. In the first place, the entries were all 
made soon after the events. In the second place, the Baby Book contains no indication 
of my mother's characteristic exaggerations. In the third place, my mother seems to 
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have been trying to be objective and "scientific" in recording her observations. And in 
the fourth place, something happened to my mother when I was about eight years old 
I think that before that time she had better control over herself and would have been 
more careful to be truthful than she was later. 

Ca. Family letters. These are labeled FL #1 through FL #483, in chronological 
order. The chronological ordering is not perfect, however, because many of the letters 
are undated, and in a few cases it has not been possible to determine their exact 
position in the chronological sequence. The Family Letters are those between me, my 
brother, my parents, and my mother's sister Freda Tuominen. Together with the 
"Family Letters, Supplementary Items," they include all of the letters between these 

parties, thatto-my. knowledge have-survived_ 

The Family Letters comprise: 

14 letters between some member of my immediate family and some 
unrelated party 

4 letters between me and relatives outside my immediate family 

1 letter from my father to my mother 

70 letters from one or both of my parents to me 
77 letters from my brother to me 
104 letters from me to my brother 

213 letters from me addressed to one or both of my parents, or to my 
parents and my brother 

2 letters from my brother to my parents 
0 letters from my parents to my brother 
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(Though the letters are numbered 1 through 483, there are altogether 485 
letters, because there are letters FL#45A, #45B, #396A, #396B.) 

Of the 317 surviving letters from me to members of my immediate family, six or 
eight have been preserved only because I kept copies of them. Thus, significantly, my 
parents and my brother saved about 310 of my letters, but saved a total of three letters 
written by other members of the family to one another. My parents and my brother sent 
me about as many letters as I sent them, but I saved only some 147 of them. I wish 
now that I'd saved them all. I saved the majority of the letters that my brother sent me 
during the 1980's and 90's, but I also threw many away. I saved practically all of the 
letters that my mother sent me between the fall of 1990 and July, 1992; there were 
so me 35 of these. Of the 3 5 other lette rs from my p ar ents th at have survived, I save d 
only a very few intentionally. The others survived only by chance; mostly because I 
used to have a habit of answering my parents' letters by writing on the reverse side of 
them and sending them back. Thus, in saving my letters, my parents also saved some 
of their own. 

I kept copies of nineteen or (more likely) twenty-one letters that I sent to 
members of my immediate family. (The reason for the doubt about the number is that I 
have Xerox copies of two documents that I think were copies that I saved of letters I 
mailed to my brother and my mother respectively; but I am not absolutely certain of this. 
These may possibly be [Xerox copies of] the copies that were actually mailed. For 
convenience, I will henceforth assume that these two documents, FL#407 and FL#408, 
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were copies that I kept in my cabin.) In thirteen of the twenty-one cases, my family 
saved the copy that I sent them, so that two copies of the letter are available. However 
in several of these thirteen cases I kept a copy of only a part of the letter, and in three 
of these last instances the copy of the letter that was mailed also is incomplete because 
pages are missing from it. Or, at least, pages are missing from the Xerox copies that I 
have been given. In preparing this book I have not had access to the original letters nor 
to the copies that I kept in my cabin, but have had to work with Xerox copies of them. 

What about the accuracy of the copies from the cabin? The nineteen copies that 
I made between September, 1989 (FL#401) and January, 1995 (FL#478) were what I 
call "proper" copies; that is, they were made with the intention of attaining word-for-word 

accuracy. These copies are carbon copi es, Xe rox copies, or manual transcription s, o r_ 

else are first drafts that were modified with the intention of bringing them into conformity 
with the mailed copy of the letter. The carbon copies and Xerox copies can of course 
be assumed to be accurate. As for the manual transcriptions and modified first drafts, 
I've compared the cabin copies with the mailed copies in all cases in which both copies 
of the letter have survived, and I've found only about ten discrepancies. Most of these 
are inconsequential. For example, the cabin copy of FL#423 has "except you felt" and 
"I do not like receiving" where the mailed copy has "except that you felt" and "l do not 
like to receive." I found just three substantial discrepancies. (In FL#478 the mailed 
copy has "January 19,1995" where the cabin copy has " January 1995," with an 
empty space where the day of month should be. The cabin copy of FL#473 is the first 
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draft of a note in which three dates are mentioned, and only one of the three dates has 
been corrected to bring it into conformity with the corresponding date on the mailed 
copy of the note; the other two dates are wrong.) In the cases in which only the cabin 
copy of a letter has survived, I believe the manual transcriptions to be as accurate as in 
the other cases of "proper" copies. 

As mentioned above, several of the cabin copies are incomplete, but in these 
cases the omissions are always noted on the copies. There is only one exception to 
this. FL#426 is a carbon copy. The mailed copy of the letter has a postscript that was 
added after the carbon copy was finished, and the omission of the postscript is not 
noted on the carbon copy. 

Besides the nineteen "prop er" c opi es o f l ett ers, t here are two "improper” co pies 
that I never expected to have word-for-word accuracy. But, fortunately, in both these 
cases the mailed copy of the letter has been preserved. (The two cases are FL#248, 
the cabin copy of which is an uncorrected first draft from 1981, and FL#483, the cabin 
copy of which was written down from memory the day after the original was mailed. In 
the case of FL#483, the copy differs somewhat from the original in language, but is 
practically identical to it in content. In the case of FL#248, between the cabin copy and 
the mailed copy there are about thirty inconsequential discrepancies and three 
substantial ones: The mailed copy contains a pair of sentences and an unimportant 
postscript that are omitted from the cabin copy, and the cabin copy contains a long, 
important paragraph that does not appear in the mailed copy.) 
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Many of the Xerox copies that I have are unsatisfactory in that they are partly 

ka, 4 - 

iilegible or some of the text havj been "cut off' at the edge of the page. In some cases 
these copies have been doctored by the FBI in an effort to make them legible. With 
characteristic incompetence, the FBI has filled in many words incorrectly. When I cite 
the Family Letters in this book, the reference is always to (the Xerox copy of) the mailed 
copy of the letter unless otherwise noted. 

Whenever I make use of the cabin copy of a Family Letter, that fact is mentioned 
in a footnote, if not in the main text. Attention also is called to all cases in which the 
reading of a quoted passage is doubtful. 

Cb. Family Letters, Supplementary Items. These are labeled FL 
Supplementary Item #1 t hro ugh FL Suppleme nta ry Ite m #15. They comprise some 
letters that I would have included in the main series of family letters if I had received 
copies of them earlier, and others that do not fit very well into the main series. 

Cc. Notes on Family Letters. These are notes concerning certain letters that I 
sent to or received from members of my family. The notes were written at about the 
time the letters were sent or received, and were kept with the letters (or copies thereof) 
in my cabin, where the FBI found them. 

Cd. TJK-Juan Sanchez Correspondence. These letters are labeled TJK-JSA 
#1 through TJK-JSA #57. They include all of the letters that I received from Juan 
Sanchez Arreola; and copies of all the letters I sent to him with possibly one exception. 
A very few of the copies are incomplete, and where this is the case the fact is noted on 
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the copy. Some of the copies are carbon copies, some are manual transcriptions and 
some are first drafts modified to make them identical to the letter that was mailed. 
Because of my interest in the Spanish language, I made the manual transcriptions and 
modified the first drafts with greater care than in the case of the Family Letters, and I 
am confident that any errors are trivial and very few; except possibly during the period 
when I was trying to help Juan with his immigration status - some of those copies were 
made hastily. 

Ce. Letter from Quin Denvir to Robert Cleary. 

Cf. Letter from Quin Denvir to Michael Donahoe. 

Cg. Note from Quin Denvir to Ted Kaczynski. 

_Da._ R al ph Meister's De cl aration. This is a d eclarati on that my father' s close _ 

friend Dr. Ralph Meister signed at the behest of investigators working on my case. The 
investigators helped him prepare the declaration. It is mostly accurate except in that it 
describes me as suffering from certain social and family problems throughout my 
childhood, whereas, in fact, these problems developed after age ten. 

Db. Dave's Deposition. This is a formally recorded conversation between 
my attorney Michael Donahoe and my brother David Kaczynski that took place on 
August 12 ,1996. Its reliability is uncertain, since my brother often gets things garbled. 

Ea. Med Records of TJK, U. Chi. I was born and grew up under the medical 
supervision of the University of Chicago teaching hospitals, and these are my medical 
records from those hospitals. In many parts of these records there is a problem of 
illegibility. 
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Eb. Med Records of TJK, Dr. Coen. These are records of my two visits to Dr 
Bruce Coen, of Helena Montana, an optometrist who examined my eyes. 

Fa. School Records of TJK, E.P. Elementary. 

Fb. School Records of TJK, E.P. High School. 

Fc. School Records of TJK, Harvard. 

Fd. School Records of TJK, U. Mich. 

These are my records from Evergreen Park Central School, Evergreen Park 
Community High School (both in Evergreen Park, Illinois), Harvard University, and the 
University of Michigan, respectively. 

Fe. School Records of David Kaczynski. These are David Kaczynski's 
records from Evergreen Park Communit y H igh Sch ool, Columbia University, and the 
College of Great Falls (Great Falls, Montana). 

Ga. Deeds. These are copies of deeds recording transfer of property to or 
from members of my immediate family. They are numbered 1 through 6. 

Gb. Employment-Related Records. 

Gc. Marriage/Divorce Records. 

Gd. Birth Records. 

Ge. Death Records. 

Gf. Mixed Personal Records. 

H. Media Articles and Transcripts. All information from the popular news 
media has to be considered highly unreliable. 
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Ha. New York Times National; April 26, 1995; May 26, 1996. 

Hb. Washington Post, June 16, 1996. 

He. Sacramento Bee, January 19, 1997. 

Hd. Missoulian, April 3, 1997. The Missoulian is the newspaper of Missoula, 
Montana. 

He. 60 Minutes. This is a transcript of the September 15, 1996 program of 60 
Minutes . My lawyers obtained both a tape of the program and a transcript of it from the 
producers. The transcript failed to include remarks by Leslie Stahl introducing Part 
Two. My lawyer's assistants reviewed the tape and added Ms. Stahl's remarks to the 
copy of the transcript that is included with these documents. 

_Hf. Newsweek; June 13 , 19 94; April 15. 1996: April 22 . 19 96; June 3, 1996: 

March 3, 1997. 

Hg. Time Magazine ; August 28, 1995; April 15, 1996; April 22, 1996. 

Hh. People Magazine; April 15, 1996; April 22, 1996. 

Hi. US News and World Report; April 15, 1996; April 22, 1996. 

Hj. Blackfoot Valley Dispatch; January 29, 1998; February 5, 1998; 

February 12, 1998. The Blackfoot Valley Dispatch is the newspaper of Lincoln, 
Montana. 

Hk. Scientific American, May, 1997. 

Hm. San Francisco Chronicle, April 29,1996. 

Hn. Chicago Tribune, April 14,1996; April 16,1996. 
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Hp. Daily Oklahoman, June 12, 1995. 

Hq. Boston Globe, April 4, 1996. 

Hr. The Tennessean (Nashville, Tennessee), April 11,1996. 

Ja. Mad Genius. This is a book by Nancy Gibbs, Richard Lacayo, Lance 
Morrow, Jill Smolowe, and David Van Biema, with the editorial staff of Time Magazine, 
Warner Books, 1996. This book is highly unreliable. 

Jb. Unabomber. This is a book by John Douglas and Mark Olshaker, Pocket 
Books, a division of Simon and Schuster, 1996. This book is not only highly unreliable 
as to facts, it is the cheapest of the cheap; and I'm not referring to the price. 

Jc. L'Affaire Unabomber. This is a book by Professor J.M. Apostolides, 
Editions du Rocher, Monaco, 1996. This book i s hig hl y unre liab le. At the mome nt __ 
(March 11, 1998) I do not have a copy of it. 

Jd. English Translation of (Jc) L'Affaire Unabomber. This translation, by Brian 
E. Hollis, was kindly provided to me by Professor Apostolides. As far as I know, it is 
unpublished. As a source of information, highly unreliable. 

Ka. Interview of Wanda by Investigator #1. This is an account of an interview 
with my mother, Wanda Kaczynski, on April 12, 1996, by an investigator employed by 
the Federal Defender's Office in Montana. I've been told by a very experienced 
investigator (Investigator #2) that Investigator #1 is quite reliable. It can probably be 
assumed that this report gives a reasonably accurate account of what my mother said. 
My mother, however, gives an extremely /^accurate account of my life. 


455 



Kb. Lincoln Interviews. These are reports of interviews of residents of the 
Lincoln, Montana area during June, 1996, by investigators attached to my defense 
team. Information reported by a great many of the informants was highly unreliable. 

La. H.R. Schaffer and W. M. Callender, "Psychologic Effects of Hospitalization 
in Infancy," published in the journal Pediatrics, October, 1959, pp. 528-539. 

Ma. Translations by TJK. These are translations of Spanish-language stories 
that I made as birthday and Christmas presents for my brother. 

Mb. Harold Snilly. This is a humorous account that I wrote, probably between 
1975 and 1977, of an explosion in my high-school chemistry class for which I had some 
small share of responsibility. It gives an accurate account of what happened, but the 
n ame "Harold J3mHy" is fictitious._ 

Me. Stories by David Kaczynski. These are stories written by my brother. 

Two of the three are unpublished. The third, "El Cibolo," was published in the Writer's 
Forum of the University of Colorado - Colorado Springs, Volume 16, Fall, 1990, pp. 
172-189. 

Na. FBI forms 302. In conducting interviews, FBI agents take notes. Within a 
few days thereafter, these notes are used to prepare a report that is written up on a 
form called a "302". These reports are by no means mere verbatim transcripts of the 
notes, and they are notoriously unreliable, both because they contain many 
unintentional errors and because agents will often distort the information to make it suit 
their own purposes. A good example of this last occurred in my case. However, as far 
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as I can judge from the dozen or so forms that i've had occasion to study, where the 
FBI has no motive for distortion their 302 forms seem to be considerably less unreliable 
than media reports. 

After the 302 forms are prepared, the original notes often are destroyed. 

The various 302 forms used in preparing this book will be cited as "FBI 302 
number 1," "FBI 302 number 2," etc. 

FBI 302 number 1 reports interview with David R. Kaczynski on 2/17-18/96, date 
of transcription 2/21/96, interviewing agents Leroy W. Stark, Jr., Mary A. Flynn, James 
D. Willson, Jr., File #149A-SF-106204 SUB S-2416. 

FBI 302 number 2 reports interview with David Kaczynski on 2/18/96, date of 
transcription 2/21/96, interviewin g a gents Kat hleen M. Pucke t t, Leroy W. S t ark , Mary A. 
Flynn, James D. Willson, File #149A-SF-106204(+?). 

FBI 302 number 3 reports interview with David Kaczynski on 2/24-25/96, date of 
transcription 2/28/96, interviewing agents Kathleen M. Puckett, Leroy W. Stark, Jr., 

Tony Henry, File #149A-SF-106204-(illegible). 

FBI 302 number 4 reports interview with David Kaczynski on 2/25/96, date of 
transcription 2/28/96, interviewing agents Leroy W. Stark, Jr., Kathleen M. Puckett, File 
#149A-SF-106204 SUB S-2416-(illegible). 

FBI 302 number 5 reports interview with David Kaczynski on 3/10/96, date of 
transcription 3/13/96, interviewing agent Kathleen M. Puckett, File #149A-SF-106204 
(+?). 
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FBI 302 number 6 reports interview with David R. Kaczynski on 3/12/96, date of 
transcription 3/12/96, interviewing agents Leroy W. Stark, Jr., Kathleen M. Puckett, 
Mary A. Flynn, File #149A-SF-106204 SUB S-2416. 

FBI 302 number 7 reports interview with David R. Kaczynski on 3/12/96, date of 
transcription 3/13/96, interviewing agents Kathleen M. Puckett, Leroy W. Stark, Jr., 
Mary A. Flynn, File #149A-SF-106204(+?). 

FBI 302 number 8 reports interview with David Kaczynski on 3/24/96, date of 
transcription 3/27/96, interviewing agents Kathleen M. Puckett, Leroy W. Stark, Jr., File 
#149A-SF-106204-(il!egible) 84. 

FBI 302 number 9 reports interview with David Kaczynski on 3/26/96, date of 

transcription 3/27/96, interviewing agent Kathleen M. Puckett, Fil e #149A- SF-_ 

106204(+?). 

FBI 302 number 10 reports interview with Wanda T. Kaczynski on 3/23/96, date 
of transcription 3/26/96, interviewing agents Leroy W. Stark, Jr., Kathleen M. Puckett, 
File #149A-SF-106204 SUB S-2416. 

FBI 302 number 11 reports interview with Theodore J. Kaczynski on 4/3/96, date 
of transcription 4/16/96, interviewing agents Paul Wilhemus (Postal Inspector), Donald 
M. Noel, File #149A-SF-106204(+?). 

FBI 302 number 12 reports interview with Tammy Fluehe on 11/18/93, date of 
transcription 11/24/93, interviewing agents Donald M. Noel, Thomas G. Atteberry 
(Alcohol, Tobacco, and Firearms), File #149A-SF-106204 Sub-0-7. 
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Nb. TJK’s comments on FBI 302 11. These comments were written by me 
about the end of July, 1996, and they point out errors in the FBI 302 number 11. They 
are reliable. 

Nc. Police-FBI interview of Tammara Fluehe. This is an account of an 
interview of Tammara Dawn Fluehe by FBI agent James D. Downey, Detective Ken C. 
Farnsworth of the Salt Lake City Police Department, and Postal Inspector Howard J. 
Matthews, on February 22, 1987. 

Nd. Memorandum of inten/iew with Tammara Fluehe. This is a memorandum, 
bearing FBI insignia and dated 12/20/93, that reports an interview with Tammara Dawn 
Fluehe on December 16, 1993 by Postal Inspector Robin Shipman and Alcohol, 
Tobacco, and Firearms Special Agent Nina Delgadillo. Th e memorandum is addressed 
to (Postal?) Inspector George B. Clow, Hi. 

Pa. Donahoe’s motion to dismiss; and Donahoe's memorandum in support of 
motion to dismiss. These are: United States of America v. Theodore John Kaczynski, 
Crim No. MCR 96-6-H-CCL, Motion to Return Property, Dismiss Complaint, Stay Grand 
Jury Proceedings and Prohibit Further Prosecution; and Memorandum in Support of 
Motion to Return Property, to Dismiss Complaint and to Prohibit Further Prosecution, 
both filed April 15, 1996 in the United States District Court for the District for the District 
of Montana, Helena Division. 

Pb. Government's opposition to Donahoe's motion. This is: United States of 
America v. Theodore John Kaczynski, MCR 96-6-H-CCL, Opposition of the United 
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States to Motion to Return Property, Dismiss Complaint, Stay Grand Jury Proceedings 
and Prohibit Further Prosecution, filed on April 18, 1996 in the United States District 
Court for the District of Montana, Helena Division. 

Pc. Denial of Donahoe's motion. This is: United States of America v. 
Theodore John Kaczynski, MCR 96-6-H-CCL, Opinion and Order issued by Judge 
Charles C. Lovell, filed on April 22, 1996 in the United States District Court for the 
District of Montana, Helena Division. 

Pd. Application and Affidavit for Search Warrant. This is the Application and 
Affidavit for Search Warrant filed on April 3, 1996 by FBI agent Terry Turchie in the 
United States District Court, Helena Division, District of Montana. 

Pe. Motion to suppress evidence. This is: United States of America v. 
Theodore John Kaczynski, CR-S-96-0259 GEB, Notice of Motion and Motion to 
Suppress Evidence; and Memorandum of Points and Authorities in Support of 

Ats 

Defendant's Motion^jSuppress, filed on or about March 3, 1997, in the United States 
District Court for the Eastern District of California. Includes Declarations and 
Appendices in Support of Defendant's Motion to Suppress. 

Pf. Government's opposition to motion to suppress. This is: United States of 
America v. Theodore John Kaczynski, CR No. S-96-0259 GEB, Government's 
Opposition to Defendant's Motion to Suppress, filed on or about April 14, 1997 in the 
United States District Court for the Eastern District of California. 

Pg. Reply to government's opposition. This is: United States of America v. 
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Theodore John Kaczynski, CR-S-96-0259 GEB, Defendant's Reply to the Government's 
Opposition to the Motion to Suppress; and Motion to Strike, filed on or about May 12 
1997 in the United States District Court for the Eastern District of California. 

Qa. Oral Reports From Investigators. These are transcribed from disorderly 
notes that I have on assorted sheets of paper (which are to be found in Envelope X). 

The transcriptions are exact, word-for-word; and in most cases the original notes also 
have been preserved (Envelope X). Usually, but not always, I took these notes as I 
was receiving the oral information. Occasionally I jotted the information down later, 
from memory. If the information was not written down on the day that I received it, I 
indicated that fact on the note. I am confident that my notes accurately record the 
information that I was give n, but whether the inf or mation wa s given to me accuratelyJs__ 
another matter. See the introduction, p. 6 and Appendix 10. 

These remarks apply also to the oral reports that I received from Dr. K. See Ra. 

below. 

Qb. Written Investigator Reports. These are written reports of interviews 
conducted by investigators working for my defense team. They were prepared for the 
use of my lawyers, and were provided to me after my abortive trial by Investigator #2, 
who supervised most of the other investigators. The information provided by the 
informants tended to be highly unreliable. A significant part of it is sheer fantasy. For 
evaluation of these reports see the Introduction and Appendix 10. 

Some informants were interviewed two or more times. In such cases the 
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investigator report on the informant consists of two or more sections, each of which is 
labeled with the date on which the interview occurred. The sections are paginated 
independently, so that, in order to refer to a specific place in the report on the informant, 
it is necessary to cite the date of the interview. Thus, references to reports are given in 
the following form: "(Qb) Written Investigator Report #172, John Doe, [January 32, 
1999] p. 63;" the date being included only if John Doe was interviewed on more than 
one date. 

Qc. Written Reports by Investigator #2. (With list of items to be confirmed by 
Investigator #2.) These are written responses (prepared by Investigator #2 after the 
end of my abortive trial) to questions I'd asked or to my requests for confirmation of 
it ems of in for mat i on. M an y o f th e statements in these reports refer to a list of items that 
I'd asked to have confirmed; a copy of this list is included. For evaluation see Appendix 
10 . 

Qd. Note from Investigator #5. Should be accurate. 

Qe. Investigator Notes (Numbers 1,2, 3, 4, 5). On September 3,1996, 
between about 4 P.M. and 6 P.M., Investigator #2 gave me orally a good deal of 
information. The following morning I wrote down the most important part of this 
information; this is Investigator Note #2. 

On September 13, 1996, in the early afternoon, I again spoke with Investigator 
#2, and he/she made two statements that I wrote down late in the afternoon of 
September 14, 1996; this is Investigator Note #4. 
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On September 25, 1997,1 manually transcribed Investigator Notes #2 and #4. I 
sent the transcription to Investigator #2 with a request that he/she confirm the 
information it contained. 

On October 8, 1997, Investigator #2 came to see me, bringing a Xerox copy of 
my manual transcription of Investigator Notes #2 and #4. We went over the copy of 
Investigator Note #2, and Investigator #2 confirmed all of the information in it that I 
asked him/her about, except for one word that he/she asked me to change for 
clarification and one passage of which the meaning was questionable. However, there 
was some information in Investigator Note #2 about which I did not ask Investigator #2. 

On the Xerox copy of my manual transcription of Investigator Note #2, the 
passages that were not confirm ed because I did not ask Invest i gator #2 about them, _ 
and the passage of questionable meaning, are marked in black ink; I made these 
markings immediately after the October 8 meeting with Investigator #2. The one word 
that Investigator #2 asked me to change is marked in blue ink. I circled in blue ink 
certain passages that Investigator #2 confirmed but asked me not to use publicly 
because he/she had been given that information under promise of confidentiality. The 
markings in blue ink were all made at the October 8 meeting under the instruction of 
Investigator #2. I did not ask Investigator #2 to confirm the information in Investigator 
Note #4 at the October 8 meeting. At some later time I noted on the Xerox copy of 
Investigator Note #4 that it had not been confirmed because I didn't ask. 

The Xerox copy of my manual transcription of Investigator Notes #2 and #4, 
together with the markings on it, constitutes Investigator Note #1. 
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Investigator Note #3 is a Xerox copy of a note that I sent to Investigator #2 
asking him/her for the place and the date on which the information in Investigator Note 
#2 was obtained, with a scribbled note by Investigator #2 indicating the date in 
question. 

For evaluation, see Appendix 10. 

Ra. Oral Report from Dr. K. See Qa above for explanatory notes. 

Rb. Written Information Confirmed by Dr. K. On February 17, 1998,1 sent Dr. 
K. via the Federal Defenders a letter in which I asked her to confirm certain information 
that she had earlier given me orally. The information consisted of three items that I had 
written down, and I told Dr. K. that she could confirm the respective items by simply 
initialing t hem . On April 2, 1 998,1 g ot the info r mation back with a ll t hree items initiale d 
by Dr. K. 

Envelope X. This envelope contains the originals of the notes in which I 
recorded information given to me orally by the investigators and by Dr. K. It also 
contains a list giving the real names of the investigators whom I identify in this book as 
Investigator #1, #2, etc., and the real name of Dr. K. Also a list giving the real names of 
people whom I have identified in this book by first names, initials, or abbreviations. 
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Appendix 1 


Further examples of my mother’s unreliability. 

\ 

In (Ca) FL #297, letter from my mother to me, December 24, 1984, my mother 
states that I screamed “Mommy, Mommy” during “that hospital experience.” In (Ka) 
Interview of Wanda by Investigator #1, p. 1, my mother said that “Ted started screaming 
and crying, calling nonstop for his mother.” This on March 1, 1943, when I was about 
nine months old, certainly not capable of screaming “Mommy, Mommy,” and only 
doubtfully able to associate the word “ma-ma” with my mother. Here are the relevant 
passages from (Be) Baby Book (pp. 99,106, 112, 114, 115, 121): 

“ THIRTY-FOUR TH WEEK. Dates, from JAN. 8. to JAN. 15 [1943]. _ 

“Baby says Ma-ma only to mother and sometimes to aunt. Usually says this 
when mother appears after not being seen for sometime [sic], or when child is sleeply 
[sic] or hungry. Will also say it when playing with mother. We think he associates ‘Ma¬ 
ma’ now with the proper object. ... 

[From nine-month inventory of the baby’s development:] 

“Does he use any word or sound for a definite purpose ? Yes Describe 
Sometimes says Ma-Ma and sometimes goes uh-uh. ... 

"FORTY-THIRD WEEK [the week after my return from the hospital]. Dates, from 
3/12 to 3/19 [1943] 

“... When asked, ‘Where’s Ma-Ma?’ baby looks around at mother. ... 
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“FIFTIETH WEEK. Dates, from 4-30 to 5-7 [1943] 

“... Repeated ma-ma, bye-bye after his mother... 

"FIFTY-SECOND WEEK. Dates, from 5-14 to 5-21 [1943] 

“. . . He understands: just a minute; come here; how pretty; milk; ni, ni; don’t do 
that; look; show ma-ma; nice; no, no. ... 

[From the one-year inventory of the baby’s development:] 

“List the words used by the child at one year of age Ma-Ma, Da-da; We’re not 
sure he understands their meaning, tho when crying he often says ma-ma and we think 
he’s calling his mother.” 

Now, was I really screaming “Mommy, Mommy” at the age of nine months, or 

has my mother’s overactive imagination run away with her again? 

****** 

From (Hb) Washington Post, June 16, 1996, pp. A1, A20: 

“The image still haunts Wanda Kaczynski. She can still see the photograph of 
her baby son, pinned down on his hospital bed. ... 

“He was terrified, spread-eagled ... . His eyes, usually normal, were crossed in 

fear. 

“A few years later, the family pediatrician showed her and Ted, then 4, the awful 
photograph the hospital had left in his record. Ted was pinned down so the physicians 
could photograph his hives. Ted glanced at it and looked away,’ she recalled. ‘He 
refused to look at it any more. 
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My mother gave a similar story in (Ra) Oral report from Dr. K., February 12 
and 27, 1997. 

I do not remember having seen the photograph at age 4. When I was perhaps 
about ten years old my regular pediatrician, Dr. Francis Wright (whom I remember with 
respect and affection), showed me the photograph (not in the presence of my mother) 
and remarked with a chuckle that I was quite a sight. And so I was. I clearly remember 
that in the picture I was puffy-looking and blotched with hives, and that the expression 
of my face was glum and not “terrified.” I felt no particular emotional response and did 
not find the picture difficult to look at. I recall no indication that I was “pinned down,” but 
I do not remember enough to assert that there was no such indication. The photograph 
apparently has not su rvived, so there is no way of resolving the question now. 

As for the claim that my eyes were “crossed in fear,” Dr. K. told me that my 
mother told her ((Ra), Oral Report from Dr. K., February 12 and 27, 1997) that my eyes 
were crossed in the photograph and that they were never crossed at any other time. 

On February 12,1998,1 asked Dr. K. to confirm this, and she said she did not 
remember it and could not find it in her notes. On February 18, 1998,1 asked 
Investigator #2 whether he/she remembered Dr. K.’s statement. Investigator #2 
responded affirmatively and put it in writing for me: “Wanda reported that Ted’s eyes 
were never crossed other than in a photo of him taken during the hospitalization as a 
nine month old.” (Qc) Written Reports by Investigator #2, p. 6. 


467 






Characteristically, my mother is remembering here only what it is convenient for 
her to remember. If my eyes were crossed in the photograph there is no particular 
reason to believe that fear had anything to do with it, since from earliest infancy I had a 
tendency to crossed eyes that I eventually outgrew, but not until I was at least six years 
old. Here are the relevant passages from the Baby Book and the medical records. 

May, 1942: “.. . Slight strabismus [crossed eyes]...” ((Ea) Med Records of 
TJK, U. Chi., p. 6. This entry is undated, but its content makes clear that it refers to an 
examination made shortly after my birth.) 

“THIRD WEEK. Dates , from June 5 [1942] to June [illegible] 

“Eyes cross as he stares hard at lights or bright objects.” {(Be) Baby Book, p. 

73.)____ 

“ FOURTH WEEK. Dates, from June [illegible] to June 19 [1942] 

“... His eyes seemed to jirk [sic] uncertainly in the direction of the pencil, at the 
same time crossing and uncrossing. ...” ((Be) Baby Book, p. 74) 

“ TWENTY-SIXTH WEEK. Dates, from Nov. 13 to Nov. 20 [1942] 

"... Neither we nor doctor can quite decide whether or not baby’s eyes are 
slightly crossed." ((Be) Baby Book, p. 88) 

“Dec 27 1948 ... Eyes turn in? ... Teacher has noted that his eyes turn in 
occasionally when he is reading. Mother has not noted any such thing ... .” ((Ea) 

Med Records of TJK, U. Chi., p. 46) 
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In addition to my allergic reaction to eggs, I had two other medical emergencies 
in infancy: I fell with my tongue between my teeth, so that the tip of it was split; and I 
pulled a pot of boiling water or coffee onto myself so that I was scalded. My mother 
always described these injuries to me in such melodramatic terms that I assumed I had 
been hospitalized for them. At the age of seventeen I wrote: 

“While I was still a baby, I’ve been told, I was hospitalized 3 times. Once I pulled 
a kettle of boiling water over myself. Another time I fell on my chin with my tongue 
between my teeth, splitting it... .At one time I became covered all over with swelling 
... it was due to an allergy to eggs.” (Ab) Autobiog of TJK 1959, p. 1. 

In reality, the tongue injury and the scalding must have been much less serious 

than my mother repre sented them to be, since I was hospitalized for neither of the m._ 

For the tongue injury see (Ea) Med Records of TJK, U. Chi, April 29,1944, p. 25: “Time 
of arrival 1:00 p.m. Seen by M.D. 1:15 Sent home 1:50.” As for the scalding, (Be) 

Baby Book, p. 113 has: 

“ FORTY-FIFTH WEEK. Dates, from 3/26 to 4/2 [1943] 

“. . . Teddy was scalded with hot coffee. After the physicians treatment baby 
quieted down & apparently felt no pain but during the next three or four days he showed 
signs of having had a shock. He slept a great deal & was quieter than usual." 

That is ail that the Baby Book says about the scalding incident. I’ve been able to 
find no mention of it in the surviving medical records, so I was probably treated not at 
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the University of Chicago hospitals but by a neighborhood physician (possibly a Dr 
Polk whom I remember from my earliest childhood). 

The following week, on April 6, 1943, I was taken to the University of Chicago 
hospitals for a diphtheria-tetanus injection. This could not have been more than eleven 
days after the scalding, yet the medical record of this visit makes no mention of the 
scalding or of any apparent injury to the skin. So the burns were probably only first 
degree. This shows how wildly my mother will exaggerate and dramatize. See (Ea) 
Med Records of TJK, U. Chi., April 6, 1943, p. 12. 
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Appendix 2 


Francis E.X. Murphy was a kindly and very intelligent man, but he was unusually 
prissy, even by Harvard standards. He was always meticulously groomed, and was so 
fastidious that he asked each first-floor student individually to please flush the toilet 
while urinating rather than afterward. The bathroom was separated from Murphy’s 
sitting-room by only a thin wall, the toilet was against the wall, and the sound of urim 
tinkling into the bowl made Murphy feel squeamish. The flushing was intended to cc 
the tinkling. - 


Gerald Burns was one of the two students who occupied the room next to mir 


at 8 Prescott Street, and he has told my investigators that Murp hy was “an extremel y 
feminine man” and “a little strange.” - B ur ns's in fb rmatio i ris 'l Tighly unreliable, go tluT 


r, I would agree 


that Murphy was noticeably feminine, and a little eccentric. 


-"3 


The New York Times stated that Murphy described me as “a lonely boy with poor 


hygiene who befriended no one,” and reported nothing else that he may have said 


about me. - 


According to my investigators, Murphy told them the following: 

“In 1958, the dean of freshmen, Dean [Skiddy] Von Stade, decided that as an 
experiment, all of the underage freshmen who were entering Harvard after only three 
years of high school, in addition to any freshmen who were noted as being particularly 



gifted, should be housed by themselves in 8 Prescott, away from all of the normal 
freshmen [!?]. The house was made up of 15 boys, including Ted, and the dorm 
proctor, Dr. Murphy. 

“Dr. Murphy had formerly been studying to be a Jesuit priest. Dean Von Stade 
chose Dr. Murphy to be the dorm proctor for 8 Prescott because he wanted the house 
to be run like a monastery [I!??]. . . . 

“Most of the boys living in 8 Prescott were fairly serious about their academics. 
They were generally young, bright and eccentric. Despite the fact that many of the 
boys had unusual qualities, they got along with each other and made friends easily.... 
Ted was the one boy in 8 Prescott who did not have any friends. ... 

“All of the boys from 8 Prescott ate in the Harvard Union along with all of the 
other Harvard freshmen. In the beginning of the spring semester, someone who 
worked in the kitchen alerted Dean Von Stade that Ted always ate at a table by himself. 
Dean Von Stade then asked some of the other boys why they did not eat with Ted.” - 

At this point I find myself obliged to confess to a degree of skepticism. It hardly 
seems likely that the kitchen help would go to the dean about a student who usually ate 
by himself. And I doubt that Von Stade would personally have asked the boys about 
me; instead, he would have requested Murphy to ask them. Harvard deans in 1958 
were not in the habit of fraternizing with freshmen. If this tale has any truth in it at all, 
it’s more probable that Murphy himself talked about me to Von Stade and also to the 
boys. Why he tells the story in the form he does is anybody’s guess. 
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To continue with the investigator's report: 

“The boys responded [to Dean Von Stade] that Ted was unkempt. They 
complained that Ted never changed his clothing or showered. The boys said that Ted 
smelled bad and they did not want to sit near him.” - 

This is implausible. My mother had trained me thoroughly in certain simple 
principles of cleanliness: brushing my teeth and washing my face every day and 
showering or bathing perhaps two or three times a week. At the end of the two weeks 
that I spent at summer camp at the age of thirteen, the counselors told my father that I 
was the only kid in my group of maybe eight boys who consistently brushed his teeth 
and washed his face daily. While I was at Harvard I was still firmly under the sway of 
my mother’s principles a nd abided by t hem str i ctly. I must have showered at least thr ee 
times a week, because physical training was required that often for freshmen. For 
much of my first semester I took swimming, and, as if swimming itself wasn’t enough of 
a wash, showering was required before entering and after leaving the pool. Later I 
switched to wrestling and after that to a “conditioning class." Though showering was 
not enforced, as far as I can remember I always did shower in the locker room after 
these activities, throughout my freshman year. - 

During my senior year I got to showering so often - almost every day — that I 
broke out with red blotches on my skin. Not knowing what caused them I went to the 
Health Service, where a dermatologist diagnosed the condition as “eczema” and said it 
was caused by my "allergic capabilities” and by “over-use of soap and water.” (An entry 
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in my Harvard medical record for January 22, 1962 states that the condition was 
“eczema on a dry skin basis,” and seems to refer to allergic capabilities, though this last 
is doubtful due to poor legibility. It does not mention over-use of soap and water. z/ ) 

My investigators’ report on the interview with Murphy continues: 

“Dean Von Stade was concerned that Ted was not taking proper care of himself 
and as a result, was becoming socially isolated.” - 

The implication, that my classmates were isolating me because of my “poor 
hygiene,” is inconsistent with the evaluation of me that Murphy wrote on March 17, 

1959, which we quoted in Chapter V: “although not unsocial, or unpleasant, [Ted] 
isolates himself completely from all his classmates.” - (emphasis added) The evaluation 
makes no mention of a “bad smell” or anything of the sort. 

To return to the investigators’ report: 

“[Dean Von Stade] told Dr. Murphy that he must speak with Ted about the 
problem, and tell Ted to clean himself. ... Dr. Murphy went and knocked on Ted’s 
door. Ted opened the door and when Dr. Murphy entered, he was appalled by what he 
saw. Ted’s clothes were filthy and there were no sheets on Ted’s bed. .. . 

“Dr. Murphy told Ted that he had to shower and change his clothing regularly. 

Dr. Murphy said Ted should change his shirt everyday .... After Dr. Murphy 
confronted Ted, he appeared to clean himself up slightly.” - 

I do not recall any such incident. In any case, my clothes were not filthy. It is 
recorded in my 1979 autobiography that as a Harvard freshman I washed my pants 
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every week. — The washing was done in coin-operated machines that were available 
in the basement of the house next door (which was also used as a Harvard dormitory), 
and since I could wash several pieces of clothing just as easily as I could wash one, it is 
hardly likely that I would have failed to do so. (Though I do not actually remember 
whether I did so or not.) 

It’s true that I did not change my shirt every day. At a guess I’d say I changed it 
two or three times a week. It’s true that I wore the same pants for six days in a row and 
that I often neglected to put the sheets on the bed (see Chapter V). It’s true that I was 
negligent about clothes. (“I dressed sloppily ... . “ —') But my clothes stayed pretty 
clean, since I did nothing rough or dirty in them, and by the standards of the 
background that I came from they c ertainly could not have been described as filthy ._ 

Would they have been filthy according to Murphy’s exceptionally prissy 
standard? It’s easy to imagine that they might have been. But if the reader will refer to 
Murphy’s Resident Freshman Advisor Report, - which was reproduced in its entirety in 
Chapter V, he will see that it contains not one word about “poor hygiene,” dirty clothes, 
a bad smell, or anything of the sort. If Murphy had really thought that I was as filthy and 
smelly as he now says I was, it seems incredible that he would make no mention of it in 
his report. (Note that he told my investigators that the discussion with Von Stade about 
my isolation took place “in the beginning of the spring semester,” that is, about the 
beginning of February, so that Murphy would have entered my room and been 
“appalled” by my “filthy” clothes well before the March 17 date of his report. Also note 
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that the two evaluations of me by John Finley, written near the end of my sophomore 
and junior years respectively - and reproduced in Chapter V - make no mention of 
“poor hygiene.”) 

The only sense I can make of this is as follows. My dress no doubt was shabby 
by Harvard standards, and especially by Murphy’s personal standard. But, at the time, 
Murphy probably did not regard my “hygiene” as bad enough to be a major issue or the 
principal cause of my social isolation. After my arrest he saw pictures of me in the filthy 
rags I was accustomed to wear when alone in the woods; and he may have been 
exposed, for example, to Pat McIntosh’s tale of my “filthy” room at Eliot House. These 
acted through the phenomenon of “media planting” to exaggerate vastly his memory of 
me as rather shabby-looking, until he began to imagine that I was as filthy and smelly 
as he now says I was. “Mistaken identity” may be involved here too. In Chapter V, 

I mentioned a kid at 8 Prescott Street whose hands were always visibly filthy, and they 
could hardly have remained that way if he’d ever showered or bathed. This kid may 
well have had an aroma that in Murphy’s recollection has now become associated with 
me. 

That Murphy’s memory is in error here is rendered more plausible by the fact that 
the information he gave my investigators contains several other errors, one of which, at 
least, can be clearly documented. 

Murphy stated: “In those days students usually sent their clothing home in boxes 
to be laundered.” — False. I never heard of anyone sending his clothes home. 
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Students used either coin-operated machines or the student laundry service. 

Murphy told my investigators that “Gerald Burns was probably the closest to 
Ted. Gerald was outgoing and he tried the hardest to include Ted.” ^ False. This is 
probably a case of media planting. In Chapter VI we saw that Burns described to the 
media his supposed acquaintance with me; but he had me confused with someone 
else. 

We find the following in the investigators’ report: 

“Dr. Murphy remembers that Ted received a couple of C’s during his first year. 
Ted’s grades were lower than most of the other students in 8 Prescott, and given the 
large amount of time Ted spent studying, his grades seemed unusual. Dr. Murphy met 

with Ted to disc uss the grades. Ted did not seem concerned by the C's and_ 

considering that Ted was young and his math and science courses were difficult, Dr. 
Murphy let the issue drop.” — 

In assessing my Harvard grades one has to take into account “grade inflation.” 
Over the years, grading has become more and more lenient in our universities. — Forty 
years ago an A meant a good deal more than it does today, and a C was an acceptable 
grade. 

As I remember it, shortly after the fall semester grades were released, Murphy 
complimented me on the fact that I’d gotten two A’s. I grumbled that I was dissatisfied 
with the two C’s that I’d also gotten. (See the Introduction, p. 8.) Murphy replied, “Two 
A’s and two C’s at Harvard, that’s nothing to sniff at!" I particularly remember this 
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incident because of his use of the old-fashioned expression, “nothing to sniff at.” And 
that was all that Murphy ever said to me about my grades. (For those readers who are 
unfamiliar with the expression “nothing to sniff at”: it is complimentary. Also: Besides 
A’s in math and German and C’s in two “soft” courses, I got a B- in Gen Ed A; but 
grades in Gen Ed A were scarcely regarded.) 

Whose memory is correct here, mine or Murphy’s? Fortunately, the documents 
enable us to give a clear answer. In the first place, Master Finley of Eliot House 
referred to my “fairly good record of an A, two B’s and a C” for the first semester of my 
sophomore year. — If a record of an A, two B’s, and a C was considered “fairly good,” 
then two A’s and two C’s should have been so also, since the average is the same in 
both cases._ 

More important: Murphy’s Resident Freshman Advisor Report on me was written 
on a form that included the following item: “Is his academic record so far about right, 
below expectation, above expectation? (Circle one)" None of the three alternatives 
were circled, but “above expectation” was underlined. - Thus, at the time, Murphy felt 
my grades were better than he would have expected, which disproves his present claim 
that he discussed my grades with me because he thought they were lower than they 
should have been. This shows the value of his recollections about me. 

One other error can be documented, though in this case it is not certain that the 
error is Murphy’s. Murphy told the investigators that there were fifteen boys at 8 
Prescott Street, and that most of the boys shared a room. — But K.M., who lived at 8 
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Prescott in 1958, stated that there were thirteen rooms. With fifteen boys distributed 
among thirteen rooms, only two rooms would have been shared, and eleven boys 
would have had rooms to themselves, which contradicts Murphy’s statement that most 
of the boys shared a room. Murphy and K.M. can’t both be right. My guess is that 
Murphy is wrong, since thirteen sounds like a plausible estimate for the number of 
rooms at 8 Prescott. The question could be resolved by finding out how many rooms 8 
Prescott had in 1958. 

If it wasn’t because of a “bad smell” and “filthy” clothes, why were the other boys 
cool to my initial efforts to make friends? Some probable factors can be identified. 

There is, of course, the fact that I was shy and socially awkward, and my 

attempts at friendliness must have been th e le ss convincing becaus e they w ere_ 

insincere: “I tried to be friendly with the fellows in my dormitory as a matter of duty, not 
because I liked them.” - I always felt that most of the people at Harvard were just not 
my kind of people, and I tried to make friends with them mostly because my parents 
had made me feel guilty about not being more social. 

Probably I was one or two years younger than most of the boys at 8 Prescott 
Street, and I looked even younger than I really was: “when I was a Freshman at 
Harvard, the cop who stood outside the door of the Union once told me I looked 14 
years old.” — 

I presumably was not made more attractive by the fact that I had a bad case of 
acne at the time. — 
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I made no attempt to change my dress or manners so as to fit in with the Harvard 
environment; I wore my working-class origin on my sleeve, as it were. “I never had the 
slightest interest in fine clothes or anything of that sort.” - I think the boys at 8 Prescott 
Street felt that I was not their kind of people just as much as I felt that they were not my 
kind of people. This may have been as true of those who were of working-class or 
lower middle-class origin as it was of the others. It seems to me that most such people 
at Harvard were trying to move into a higher social class. For example, I was amazed 
to learn from my investigators that Gerald Bums said he was of working-class 
immigrant background, with a Polish father and a Dutch mother. — From his speech, 
manners, and clothes I had always assumed he was an upper middle-class “preppie”. 

And “Burns” is obviously n ot a Polish name . Probabl y it is a sho rtened and anglicized_ 

version of something like “Bumicki” or “Burynski.” All of which suggests that Burns and 
his family may have wanted to detach themselves from their ethnic and working-class 
origin. 

There may well have been additional factors that contributed to my cool 
reception by the others at 8 Prescott Street, but for the present I will refrain from 
speculating about them. 

N.B. In case the question should arise whether Murphy’s opinion on March 17, 

1959 that my academic record was “above expectation” was based on my midyear 
grades of two A’s and two C’s or on the spring midterm grades: In the first place, the 
spring midterm grades were not given out until 131 March 27. In the second place, it 
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would have made little difference at what point during my freshman year Murphy 
evaluated my grades, since they scarcely changed prior to the release of the final 
grades at the end of the year. My freshman grades were: — 



Math la 

German R 

Hum 5 

Soc Sci 7 

Gen Ed A (half credit) 

Fall Midterm 

A 

A 

C 

C- 

Not Reported 

Mid Year 

A 

A 

C 

C 

B- 


Math 1b 

Physics 12a 

Hum 5 

Soc Sci 7 

Gen Ed A (half credit) 

Spring Midterm 

A 

Not Reported 

C 

C+ 

C+ 

Final 

A 

A 

C+ 

B- 

C 
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4. (Qb) Written Investigator Report #88, Francis Murphy, Ph.D., pp. 1-3. 
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"" 7~. (Fc)*School Records of TJK, Harvard, p. 66. 
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15. (Fc) School Records of TJK, Harvard, pp. 40, 41. 

16. (Qb) Written Investigator Report #88, Francis Murphy, Ph. D., pp. 1, 3. 

17. (Qb) Written Investigator Report #73, K.M., p. 1. 

18. (Ac) Autobiog of TJK 1979, p. 64. 

19. Same, p. 104. 

20. (Ac) Autobiog of TJK 1979, pp. 65, 104. In April of 1958 and September 
of 1959 my acne was described by doctors as “mild,” and in September of 1958 a 
doctor called my skin “clear.” (Ea) Med Records of TJK, U. Chi., April 21,1958, p. 74 








and September 10, 1959, p. 78; (Fc) School Records of TJK, Harvard, p. 45, 
September 29, 1959. But my acne worsened rapidly early in my freshman year. 
Toward the end of my freshman year it began to improve steadily because I began 
following a treatment that a barber had recommended to me: washing my face daily in 
water that was as hot as I could stand it. 

21 „ (Qb) Written Investigator Report #14, Gerald Bums, p. 1. 

22. (Fc) School Records of TJK, Harvard, p. 28. 

23. Same, pp. 37, 38. 
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APPENDIX 3 


After writing the first draft of Chapter VI, I learned that two of McIntosh’s buddies 
in N-43, John Masters and W. Pr., in their interviews with investigators, supported his 
claim that my room was filthy and contained “rotting” or “stale” food. - K.M. said the 
floor was covered with piles of trash, but he was doubtful about the food: he said that 
there “may have ... been old food and dirty dishes.” - McIntosh’s ex-girlfriend L.K.Va. 
said that some of the suitemates told her my room was “knee-deep” in trash, with rotting 
food. - But it just isn’t true. I lived in that room day in and day out, and I know what 
was in it. There were never any dirty dishes or food remains left lying around, and the 

floor wa s n ever c overed with trash except for the cru m pled p ap er in one corne r, as_ 

described in Chapter VI, p. 179. In this appendix I will give the reader evidence that I 
hope will make him view the account of McIntosh and company with a degree of 
skepticism. 

(a) The credibility of McIntosh and his buddies is undercut by the fact that the 
accounts they gave the investigators and the media contain many falsehoods. Some of 
McIntosh’s errors were dealt with in Chapter VI. Here we list a few more of his and his 
buddies’ mistakes. 

McIntosh, while whining about how tough Harvard was academically, told 
the investigators: “At Harvard the classes were graded on a curve, which meant that 
half the students failed.” - Harvard did not fail half its students, and the suggestion that 
it did so is so implausible that we needn’t worry about documentation. 


I - c . 
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(ii) McIntosh portrays me as playing the trombone during my senior year: 


“Senior year, Ted lived in the room next to Patrick and K_M_. ... Ted’s room 

and Patrick and K_’s room shared a common wall. Patrick often heard Ted 

playing his trombone. ... Sometimes Patrick just banged on the wall of Ted’s room to 
get Ted to quiet down. Ted never complained or protested when Patrick made such a 
request, and Ted usually stopped playing his trombone.” - 

Unfortunately for McIntosh’s credibility, I stopped playing the trombone 
altogether after my sophomore year. From John Finley’s evaluation of me written at the 
end of my junior year: “For some reason one no longer hears this year the strains of his 
trumphet [sic; trombone is meant] from our top floor. ...” - 

_([ii)_McInto sh, Ma sters, K.M., and W. Pr.Jhroughout theirinterviewswiththe_ 

investigators depicted me as living in virtually complete social isolation. - But in 

174 - 

Chapter VI, pp. 1 76, 178, I showed that I did have some social interaction: pickup 
basketball is documented; so is socialization with two suitemates (not belonging to 
McIntosh’s clique). Also note that Finley wrote at the end of my junior year: “He is still 
pretty lonely but less friendless than he was a year ago,” - which implies that Finley had 
observed some significant degree of social interaction on my part, probably with Fred 
Ha. and B. Cr. 

(iv) McIntosh’s girlfriend L.K.Va. stated that I always wore a suit and tie. - 
The reader will not find it. difficult to believe me when 1 say that I almost never wore a 
suit and tie except when visiting the dining hall, where such dress was required. L.K. 
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Va. certainly saw me without a suit and tie on various occasions. For example, I clearly 
remember one evening during my senior year when I left my room naked from the waist 
up, walked down the hail of the suite, and unexpectedly encountered L.K.Va. She 
started visibly at the sight of my bare chest. 

Incidentally, the man whom I referred to in Chapter VI as “the oddball” did always 
wear a coat and tie. Mistaken identity? 

(v) K.M. stated that Radcliffe women were not allowed in “the Harvard 

library.” - In fact, they were allowed in Harvard’s main library, Widener Library. Anyone 
who wants to take the trouble should be able to verify this. As far as I know, the only 
one of Harvard’s several libraries from which women were excluded was the 
undergraduate men’s libra ry, L amon t Lib rary._ 

(vi) In Appendix 1 we saw that there was an inconsistency between K.M.’s 
statement that there were thirteen rooms at 8 Prescott — and certain statements of 
F.E.X. Murphy. Here, though, K.M. was probably right and Murphy wrong. 

McIntosh and company made many other errors, but since these rest only on my 
word against that of one or another member of McIntosh’s clique, I won’t take the 
trouble to review them. 

(b) There is evidence of “media planting” of memories in the suitemates. 

According to the investigators, “When Ted was arrested John I .C 
[Masters] did not remember who he was even after he learned that Ted had gone to 
Harvard and lived at Eliot House. Finally [presumably after considerable exposure to 
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the media], John remembered that Ted was his former suite mate.” And, lo and 
behold, he remembered me just as I had been portrayed by the media! Not exactly 
surprising. 

(ii) This one is fun, because we get to play Sherlock Holmes just a little. 
McIntosh, K.M., and W. Pr. (but not Masters) ail refer to my habit of tilting my chair 
back, and, as they call it, “rocking.” (See Chapter VI, p. 183.) All three of them say 
that as I “rocked” my chair I would make noise by knocking against the wall now and 
again. — 


WINDOW 



SKETCH OF MY ROOM AT ELIOT HOUSE, JUNIOR AND SENIOR YEAR. NOT TO 
SCALE. SOPHOMORE YEAR ROOM WAS ROUGHLY SIMILAR BUT SOMEWHAT 
SMALLER. PLACEMENT OF WINDOW, DESK, CHAIR WAS THE SAME. 
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But I did not knock into the wail. What happened was that I would lose my 
balance and the chair would fall forward so that its front legs clunked against the floor 
The reader doesn’t have to rely on my word for this. Just stop and think. In a small 
room, maybe ten feet by ten feet, will the occupant place his desk out in the middle of 
the floor, where it will be an obstruction? Obviously not. He will place it against a wall; 
probably under the window, where the lighting is best. That, in fact, is just where my 
desk was, and my suitemates must have known it; because if they hadn’t seen the 
interior of my room then how would they know that it was - as they claim - a foot deep 
in trash? 

Everyone agrees that I spent my evenings at Harvard studying. K.M. states 
ex plicit ly that I was “st udyi ng and reading” while I “rocked” my chair in the evenings, 

and 'The few times that K_ventured into Ted's room, Ted was always sitting at his 

desk holding a book in his hands." — W. Pr. says that I studied late into the night and 
that it was at night that I knocked my chair into the wall. — From this we deduce what 
was actually the case, that my chair was in front of the desk when I “rocked" it. Ergo, 
the desk was between my chair and the nearest wall. Manifestly, therefore, the chair 
could not have knocked against the wall, and my suitemates (except possibly McIntosh, 
on account of his intellectual limitations) must have realized this at the time. 

It can hardly be coincidence that all three of these gentlemen make the same 
obvious mistake of thinking that my chair knocked against the wall rather than the floor. 
One can only conclude that their respective accounts are not independent of one 
another. Presumably K.M. and W. Pr. were exposed to McIntosh’s story in the media 
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and subsequently imagined that they themselves remembered what they had really 
heard from McIntosh. Elementary, Watson. 

★ 

Added March 25, 1998: I had already written this appendix when, on or about 

March 20, 1998, I learned that McIntosh and K.M. had both been quoted in the media 

on April 4, 1996, the day after my arrest. - The account attributed to K.M. is 

interesting for two reasons. First, the article quotes McIntosh about the allegedly filthy 

condition of my room, but does not quote K.M. as saying anything at all about the 

condition of my room. Second and more important, the article quotes K.M. as saying 

that I would “bang the legs of [my] desk chair on the floor," — which is correct. Yet 

-S&veraLmonthsJater,-in-December,-1-996,-K.M^told-my-investigators-that-it-was-against- 

the wall that I banged my chair, — which, as we’ve just shown, is obviously improbable. 

One can attribute this change in K.M.’s story only to his exposure to McIntosh’s version 

in the media. This is an interesting testimony to the power of media-planting. It can not 

only insert a new memory where no conscious memory was present, but replace an 

accurate, conscious memory with a new, false one that is intrinsically improbable. 

* 

(c) McIntosh claims Master Finley came to the suite and told me to clean up 
my room; — according to Time, McIntosh said Finley was “aghast” at the sight of the 
mess. — John Masters mentions that Finley told me to clean up my room but says 
nothing about his being aghast. — As we pointed out in Chapter VI, in the evaluations 
that he wrote of me at the end of my sophomore and junior years, respectively, Finley 
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made no mention of the condition of my room. No evaluation was written for the senior 
year, but if my roommates did not contact Finley until I was a senior, one wonders why 
they waited two years. I think anyone who understood Finley’s role at Eliot House 
would agree that it is very unlikely that he wouid ever personally have come to inspect a 
student’s room or told him to clean it up. He would have left that task to the chief 
janitor. 

As a matter of fact, Finley never said anything to me about my room. What did 
happen was that on two occasions I found a note from the chief janitor asking me 
politely to clean up the pile of crumpled paper in the comer because it was a “fire 
hazard.” I promptly complied in both cases, and after the second instance I did not 

again allow the paper to accumulate.. I don’t know whether my roommates had said_ 

something to the chief janitor, or whether they had said something to Finley and he had 
passed it on to the chief janitor, or whether the pile of paper had been noticed during a 
routine inspection. 

(d) Pat McIntosh, John Masters, K.M., and W. Pr. formed a clique within N- 
43. They hung together because of the similarity of their values, attitudes, and habits. 

All four were status-conscious, excessively neat, narrow-minded, conformist types. The 
investigators’ interviews of these people were not intended to explore this issue, but 
they nevertheless offer some indications: 

W. Pr. said he gave up the idea of doing graduate work in astronomy because 
he thought that many of Harvard’s graduate students in astronomy were “not well- 
adjusted.” — 
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John Masters thought C. Po. was “strange," in part because he studied 
insects. — 

Pat McIntosh whined about the fact that the “cheap” rooms he lived in let 
everyone know that his family didn’t have much money. - He also told the 
investigators that “Harvard was full of strange people,” - which I suppose means they 
were strange by the standards of Robinson, the small town in southern Illinois from 
which McIntosh came. — 

When K.M. worked on dorm crew, he “was always resentful that he had to clean 
rooms that were so much nicer than his own.” — 

I held a couple of brief temporary jobs cleaning students’ room at Harvard, and it 

never bothered me to clean the rich kids’ rooms. lf they couldafforcLthemthey were_ 

welcome to them, as far as I was concerned. I wasn’t status-conscious, and my own 

room was good enough for me. The reader will not find it hard to understand why I 

didn’t care to socialize with the members of the clique. 

****★★ 

So here is my guess as to how the clique came to portray me as completely 
isolated and my room as a garbage dump. 

We showed in Chapter VI that McIntosh had me mixed up with the gentleman 
whom I’ve called “the oddball,” who truly was as unsocial as I’ve been portrayed. Once 
McIntosh had told his tale to the media, the fact that I actually was relatively solitary 
(and had a particular distaste for the clique) would have made it easier for the other 
members of the clique to believe, through the phenomenon of “media planting” that I 
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was as isolated as McIntosh claimed. 


Similarly with the condition of my room. Even though there was no “rotting food” 
and the floor was clear of trash except for the pile of paper in the comer, my room must 
have seemed distressingly messy by the narrow-minded, status-conscious standards of 
the clique. This would have made it easier for them to believe as a result of “media 
planting” (based on McIntosh’s story) that my room was a veritable garbage-dump. 

How McIntosh came by his story in the first place is another question. He may have 
believed it for the same reason he believed he had seen a flying saucer (whatever that 
reason may be); it may have been suggested to him by media photos of me in the filthy 
rags I wore when I was arrested; or it may be a case of mistaken identity: McIntosh had 

me mixed up with the oddball, andjor all I know the oddball’s room may have been as_ 

filthy as McIntosh says mine was. 

In addition, the conformity of the clique-members would almost have compelled 

them to depict me in the same way that everyone else was depicting me; and according 

to the media everyone else was depicting me as a grotesque freak. 

****** 

Whatever may be the explanation for the story told by McIntosh and his buddies, 

I know that there was no “rotting” or “old” food or dirty dishes in my room at Harvard, 
and I know that most of the floor was clear of trash. I offer the reader the following 
additional reasons for taking my word over that of the clique. 

First, the members of the clique can claim to have seen the interior of my room 
only occasionally, whereas I lived in it all the time, so I ought to know much better than 
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they did what it was like. 

Second, in the Introduction (pp. 8-10) I provided evidence of the excellence of 
my long-term memory. 

Third, my chief investigator, Investigator #2, has attested in writing to my honesty 
in describing my past life. See Chapter XII, Note 33. 

N.B. Of the former occupants of N-43 located by my investigators, apart from 
McIntosh and his three buddies, only one was in the suite for more than one academic 
year of the time that I was there (he was there for three semesters), and none 
remembered enough to give any useful information (so far as I know). This doesn’t 
mean that their memories are worse than those of the clique-members. They may 
simply be less sugg estible or mor e hon est wi th themselves._ 
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NOTES TO APPENDIX III 


1. (Qb) Written Investigator Reports #77, John Masters, P. 2; W. Pr., #98, 
p. 2. An interview with Masters was reported in (Hr) The Tennessean, April 11, 1996; 
Masters was quoted as saying in reference to my room: “There were kind of 
sandwiches under the bed and milk cartons lying around ... It just smelled of rotting 
food.” 

2. (Qb) Written Investigator Report #73, K.M., p. 3. 

3. (Qb) Written Investigator Report #147, L.K. Va., p. 2. 

4. (Qb) Written Investigator Report #79, Patrick McIntosh, p. 7. 

5. Same, p. 3. 

6. (Fc) School Records of TJK, Harvard, pp. 40, 41. 

7. (Qb) Written Investigator Reports #73, 77, 79, 98. 

8. (Qb)WritteriTnvestigator Report #147, L.K. Va., p. 1. 

9. (Qb) Written Investigator Report #73, K.M., p. 5. 

10. Same, p. 1. 

11. (Qb) Written Investigator Report #77, John Masters, p. 2. 

12. (Qb) Written Investigator Report #73, K.M., p. 4; #79, Patrick McIntosh, 

p. 3; #98, W. Pr., p. 3. McIntosh mentioned the “rocking” (but not knocking into the 
wall) in (Hh) People, April 15, 1996, p. 63. 

13. (Qb) Written Investigator Report #73, K.M., pp. 3, 4. 

14. (Qb) Written Investigator Report #98, W. Pr., p. 3. 

15. (Hq) Boston Globe, City Edition, April 4, 1996. 

16. (Qb) Written Investigator Report #73, K.M., p. 1 (for date) and p. 4. 

17. (Qb) Written Investigator Report #79, Patrick McIntosh, p. 4. 

18. (Hg) Time, April 15,1996, p. 45. McIntosh is similarly quoted in (Ja) Mad 
Genius, p. 33. 
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19. (Qb) Written Investigator Report #98, W. Pr., p. 4. 

20. (Qb) Written Investigator Report #77, John Masters, p. 4. 

21. (Qb) Written Investigator Report #79, Patrick McIntosh, pp. 2, 3, 9. 

22. Same, p. 5. 

23. Same, p. 1. 

24. (Qb) Written Investigator Report #73, K.M., p. 2. 
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APPENDIX 4 


The following is my translation of “El Potro Salvaje” by the Uruguayan writer 
Horacio Quiroga, with comments. I sent it to Dave as a birthday present in 1985. 

THE WILD COLT 
Horacio Quiroga 

He was a colt, an ardent young horse, who came from the back-country to the 
city to make his living by exhibiting his speed. 

To see that animal run was indeed a spectacle. He ran with his mane flying in 
the wind and with the wind in his dilated nostrils. He ran, he stretched himself out, he 
stretched himself still more, and the thunder in his ho oves wa s beyond measuring. He 
ran without rules or limits in any direction over the wild plains and at any hour of the 
day. There were no tracks laid out for the freedom of his run, nor was his display of 
energy constrained by any norms. He possessed extraordinary speed and an ardent 
desire to run. Thus he put his whole self into his wild dashes - and this was the 
strength of that horse. 

As is usual with very swift creatures, the young horse was not much good as a 
draft-animal. He pulled badly, without heart or energy, with no taste for the work. And 
since in the back-country there was barely enough grass to support the heavy draft- 
horses, the swift animal went to the city to live by his running. 

At first he showed the spectacle of his speed for nothing, for no one would have 
given a wisp of straw to see it — no one knew the kind of runner that was in him. On 
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fine afternoons, when the people thronged the fields on the outskirts of the city, and 
especially on Sundays, the young horse would trot out where everyone could see him, 
would take off suddenly, stop, trot forward again sniffing the wind, and finally throw 
himself forward at full speed, stretched out in a mad run that seemed impossible to 
surpass, and that he kept surpassing every moment, for that young horse, as we have 
said, put into his nostrils, into his hooves and into his run the whole of his ardent heart. 

People were astonished by that spectacle that departed from everything that 
they were accustomed to see, and they left without having appreciated the beauty of 
that run. 

“No matter,” said the horse cheerfully, “I will go to see an impresario of 
spectacles, and meanwhile I will earn enoug h to live on.” _ 

What he had lived on until then in the city he himself would hardly have been 
able to say. On his own hunger, certainly, and on waste thrown out at the gates of the 
stockyards. He went, therefore, to see an organizer of festivals. 

“I can run before the public," said the horse, “if I am paid for it. I don’t know how 
much I may earn, but my way of running has pleased some men.” 

“No doubt, no doubt,” they answered. “There is always someone who takes an 
interest in such things .... But one must have no illusions .... We may be able to 
offer you a little something as a sacrifice on our part...” 

The horse lowered his eyes to the man’s hand and saw what he offered: It was a 
heap of straw, a little dry, scorched grass. 

“It’s the most we can do ... and besides ...” 
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The young animal considered the handful of grass that was the reward for his 
extraordinary gift of speed, and he remembered the faces that men made at the 
freedom of his run that cut zigzags across the beaten paths. 

“No matter,” he told himself cheerfully. “Some day I will catch their attention . 11 
Meanwhile I will be able to get along on this scorched grass.” 

And he accepted, satisfied, because what he wanted was to run. 

He ran, therefore, that Sunday and on Sundays thereafter, for the same handful 
of grass, each time throwing himself heart and soul into his running. Not for a single 
moment did he think of holding back, of pretending, or of following ornamental 
conventions to gratify the spectators, who didn’t understand his freedom. He began his 

tro t, as always, with his nostrils on fire a n d his t ail arched; he m a de the earth re so und _ 

with his sudden dashes, to finally take off cross-country at full speed in a veritable 
whirlwind of desire, dust, and thundering hooves. And his reward was a handful of dry 
grass that he ate happy and rested after the bath. 

Sometimes, nevertheless, as he chewed the hard stalks with his young teeth, he 
thought of the bulging bags of oats that he saw in the shop windows, of the feast of 
maize and of fragrant alfalfa that overflowed from the mangers. 

“No matter” he said to himself cheerfully, “I can content myself with this rich 
grass.” 

And he kept on running with his belly pinched by hunger, as he had always run. 

But gradually the Sunday strollers became accustomed to his free way of 
running, and they began to tell each other that that spectacle of wild speed without 
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rules or limits gave an impression of beauty. 

“He does not run along the tracks, as is customary,” they said, “but he is very 
fast. Perhaps he has that acceleration because he feels freer off the beaten paths. 

And he uses every ounce of his strength.” 

In fact, the young horse, whose hunger was never satisfied and who barely 
obtained enough to live on with his burning speed, gave every ounce of his strength for 
a handful of grass, as if each run were the one that was to make his reputation. And 
after the bath he contentedly ate his ration — the coarse, minimal ration of the obscurest 
of the most anonymous horses. 

“No matter," he said cheerfully, “The day will soon come when I will catch their 
attention.” _ 

Meanwhile, time passed. The words exchanged among the spectators spread 
through and beyond the city, and at last the day arrived when men’s admiration was 
fixed blindly and trustingly on that running horse. The organizers of spectacles came in 
mobs to offer him contracts, and the horse, now of a mature age, who had run all his 
life for a handful of grass, now saw competing offers of bulging bundles of alfalfa, 
massive sacks of oats and maize -- all in incalculable quantity - for the mere spectacle 
of a single run. 

Then for the first time a feeling of bitterness passed through the horse’s mind as 
he thought how happy he would have been in his youth if he had been offered the 
thousandth part of what they were now pouring gloriously down his gullet. 

“In those days,” he said to himself sadly, “a single handful of alfalfa as a stimulis 
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[sic] when my heart was pounding with the desire to run would have made me the 
happiest of beings. Now I am tired.” 

He was in fact tired. Undoubtedly his speed was the same as ever, and so was 
the spectacle of his wild freedom. But he no longer possessed the will to run that he 
had had in earlier days. That vibrant desire to extend himself to the limit as he had 
once done cheerfully for a heap of straw now was awakened only by tons of exquisite 
fodder. The victorious horse gave long thought to the various offers, calculated, 
engaged in fine speculations concerning his rest periods. - And only when the 
organizers had given in to his demands did he feel the urge to run. He ran then as only 
he was able; and came back to gloat over the magnificence of the fodder he had 
.earned._ 

But the horse became more and more difficult to satisfy, though the organizers 
made real sacrifices to excite, to flatter, to purchase that desire to run that was dying 
under the weight of success. And the horse began to fear for his prodigious speed, to 
worry that he might lose it if he put his full strength into every run. Then, for the first 
time in his life, he held back as he ran, cautiously taking advantage of the wind and of 
the long, regular paths. No one noticed - or perhaps he was acclaimed more than ever 
for it - for there was blind belief in the wild freedom of his run. 

Freedom ... No, he no longer had it. He had lost it from the first moment that 
he reserved his strength so as not to weaken on the next run. He no longer ran cross¬ 
country, nor against the wind. He ran over the easiest of his own tracks, following 
those zigzags that had aroused the greatest ovations. And in the ever-growing fear of 
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wearing himself out, the horse arrived at a point where he learned to run with style, 
cheating, prancing foam-covered over the most beaten paths. And he was deified in a 
clamor of glory. 

But two men who were contemplating that lamentable spectacle exchanged a 
few melancholy words. 

“I have seen him run in his youth," said the first, “and if one could cry for an 
animal, one would do so in memory of what this same horse did when he had nothing 
to eat.” 

“It is not surprising that he used to do such things,” said the second. “Youth and 
hunger are the most precious gifts that life can give to a strong heart.” 

Young horse: Stretch yourse lf to the limit in your run even if you hardly get 
enough to eat. For if you arrive worthless at glory and acquire style in order to trade it 
fraudulently for succulent fodder, you will be saved by having once given your whole 
self for a handful of grass. 
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NOTES TO APPENDIX 4 


1. “Some day I will catch their attention.” The original has “Algun dia se 
divertiran.” The usual meaning of divertir is “to entertain”, so that a possible translation 
is, “Some day they will be entertained [by me].” But the dictionary also gives as a 
meaning of divertir. “to divert, distract (the attention of)”, and this is the basis for the 
translation I have given above, which I think makes better sense in the context. 

2. “Engaged in fine speculations concerning his rest periods.” I’m unsure of 
this translation. The original has: “Especulaba finamente con sus descansos.” 
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COMMENTS 


The idea of this story is not very original, but I think that Quiroga expresses it 
beautifully. 

Somerset Maugham seems to have held a contrary point of view to that of 
Quiroga’s story. In Of Human Bondage he has the experienced painter Foinet advise 
an aspiring young artist: “You will hear people say that poverty is the best spur to the 
artist. They have never felt the iron of it in their flesh.” With a lot more in the same 
vein; and this seems to have represented Maugham’s own attitude. Apparently 
Maugham had some disagreeable experiences with poverty in his youth. But Quiroga 
too seems to have known poverty. In the introduction to the collection of his stories that 
I have, one of the many occupations asc ri bed to him is that of “penniless globetrotter," 
and he is quoted as having said in Paris: “I would trade [literary] glory for the security of 
being able to eat three days in succession.” 

I suppose there’s no way of definitively resolving the conflict. What leads to 
creativity in one person is not necessarily what leads to creativity in another. 
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APPENDIX 5 


Here is the complete text of (Ca) FL #264, letter from David Kaczynski to me 
Summer, 1982: 

Dear Ted, 

No, it’s not a matter of indifference to me, and I thank you for your 
apology, or rather I should say for your sympathetic understanding of what may have 
surfaced at times as resentment on my part. But I also want to say that I think you may 
tend to exaggerate your own failings, even as (from my viewpoint) you tend to 
exaggerate the failings of others. 

I’ve given a great deal of thought to your earlier letter, and how to answer it. The 
whole subject of my essential relationship to my life and my ideas, and of my 
relationship to you, which naturally must include my understanding of you, and the 
implications of your fundamental attitudes toward mine, I am sure you must appreciate 
is all so tremendously complex, that wanting to speak only the truth, I am all but over¬ 
awed and muted by the many thoughts which occur to me. One way of looking at this 
exchange comes to me as follows: You had something you wanted to say to me for a 
long time. I respect the way you said it, coming forth openly as you did, and (perhaps 
characteristically) I flatter myself to think that you showed respect for me by coming 
forth as you did, even if some of the things you said were painful to listen to and 
partially disrupted my complacency. Now that I’m trying to answer your letter, I find that 
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I don’t know what I most want to say to you, although I believe there is something and I 
can only imagine that some day, sometime, it will resolve itself in cogent expressions 
Incidentally, I find myself wondering what the inner motive is for such disclosures. Is it 
to assure ourselves we live in one world, as much to say that every consciousness is 
answerable to the same reality? Is it, on the other hand, to dispel the power of another 
consciousness in order to escape its influence, which otherwise threatens to bind us to 
its way of looking? I suspect the latter may be true of me with regard to you, which 
perhaps explains my frequently emotional tone, and takes into account the sibling 
relationship you refer to. You have, I think you must know, an interpretation of the 
world which persuades by its very power and conviction. I don’t remember finding it 

_difficult as_a youngster _to_admire_you^andldorL’Lthink-niy:wiILwas-Consciousty_ 

frustrated by coming under the influence of your way of thinking, since I thought I came 
willingly, drawn by its intrinsic persuasion. I hope you will appreciate, in light of this, 
what a significant being you must have represented to me, especially insofar as you 
had the weight of Western logic behind you as well. On a personal level, however, I felt 
a problem arose insofar as it appeared to me I could appear in your world (and only 
then did I begin to think of it as your subjective property, not as the world), by assuming 
a shape appropriate to this world, but not wholly expressive of my own experience and 
consciousness. In other words, what I thought of as the openness on my part which 
made your thought-process accessible to me, was so little reciprocated that I could 
abide there only by forsaking a certain freedom of spirit. Yet it was within and by virtue 
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of this freedom (I might almost say, “generosity") of spirit that I saw myself approaching 
you at ail. Just for an example, I often found myself talking about or doing something 
with you primarily because I knew you were interested in it. In other words, I engaged 
myself according to your interests in order to experience your mind and your way of 
seeing. But I grew aware that the reverse was seldom true. If I raised a topic for 
discussion or proposed an activity, you tended to participate only after you had 
evaluated the proposal according to your own prior interests, as if my consciousness 
were not essentially connected with it, or would not in any case constitute an essential 
feature of what you had decided to participate in or not. It appeared to me that your 
world could admit only what was determined in advance to belong to it, and 
consequently that I co uld never a ppear within jt_as_myself.__LwantecLta.say-whatHamlet 
said to Horatio: “There are more things in Heaven and earth than are dreamt of in your 
philosophy.” Except that you had ways of discrediting any such remark according to 
your own system. (You wondered why I insisted the land you bought in Canada should 
meet my needs as well, if I had no strong intention of living there. [David and 1 had 
once discussed the idea of jointly buying land in Canada.] Well, I hadn’t made things 
clear in my own mind. But I think it was because it bothered me to think that you would 
select land that you thought was also for me, but which you would make little effort to 
see through my eyes.).... [The four dots are in the original.] In terms of our 
philosophical differences, I often see a similar tendency prevailing, in other words that 
you confront philosophy and art, or my peculiar understanding of them, from the 
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standpoint purely of your scientific, logical thought-system, with the effect that, except 
when your vigilance occasionally relaxes, you are able to experience them only as 
complex projections of a scientific model. I think you draw them into your world in a 
way that does them injury. You don’t seem to be willing, even experimentally, to let 
them speak for themselves, much less to jump out of your own world into theirs, if only 
for a moment to see what would happen. I may be mistaken, but I suspect you have 
little idea what I’m talking about when I expound my theories. When I criticize science 
and logic, do you think I fail to understand them as you do? (Maybe I do! If so, please 
tell me. I don’t mean that I understand them as thoroughly, or in as much detail. But is 
it your impression that I somehow mistake them in as essential way?) Anyway, it’s my 
impression that y o u have n’t really begun to un_d erstand my_way_ of _thinking^and jnainly 
because your way of taking it up even for the purposes of contemplation suggests a 
deep resistance. Anyway, I wanted to point out what appear to me as 
misrepresentations of my thought-process in your letter. You said I propose to know 
things by “feeling them deep down inside.” [That was not at all what I had written to 
Dave. See Chapter XI, Note 21.] I hope I never said anything like that, at least not 
recently. Because I am speaking about a thought-process one of whose effects would 
be to disclose what is ordinarily concealed within the mere seeming immediacy of what 
we call emotions. Then, you said I wish to deny a definite reality. But I am thinking 
about a reality that is definite in the sense that it comprises the world in which we all 
live, and indefinite only in the sense that it disputes an understanding of reality on the 
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basis of the scientific principles of precision and clarity, and the scientific motive of 
control. 

Well, this philosophical subject is a large one, and if I am correct in my 
interpretation, then you wouldn’t be likely to develop a strong interest in it for itself 
anyway. I suspect I’ve only said enough to defeat my purpose by increasing your 
resistance, when what I’d rather do is suggest an approach to thinking so alien to what 
you are familiar with that you would consider refraining from judging it out-of-hand, by 
recourse to polarities (thought-feeling; objective-subjective) whose main effectiveness 
lie in setting up the limits which describe science in the first place. 

It strikes me as ironic that we seem to be saying similar things to one another. 

You, that I’ve taken the easy way out, denying reality in order to preserve my belief in_ 

myself against an actual test. I, that you’ve taken the easy way out, holding to a rigid, 
objectifying system, in order to preserve your world against the contributions of other 
consciousnesses, mine in particular.... [the four dots are in the original] or something 
like that.... [the four dots are in the original] Well, as I said before, I’m not really 
satisfied that I know what I want to say yet. Your letter had a strong effect on me, in the 
emotional sense, but I’m not sure exactly what it’s meant to me, which explains my 
delay in answering. I took your last note as an assurance of good will, which helped me 
write at least this much. Please feel free to communicate anything further that occurs to 
you. 

Nothing is really new in the external world so far as it touches me. I’m just 
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dragging through waiting for the next winter on my property. [Dave spent the winters on 
his property in Texas.] Softball has started up again, and we’re doing much better this 
year, outscoring our opponents 43-30 (although our record is only 2-2). Ma retired last 
week and seems to be enjoying herself so far. Both of our parents seem to be in very 
good health, almost remarkably considering their ages. I hope all is well with you. 

Dave 
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APPENDIX 6 


qi/o+f. 


Joel Schwartz was quoted as follows in (Ja) Mad Genius, pp. 124-125. 

“ ‘It was his [Dave’s] feeling that his brother mentally went over the edge,’ said 
Schwartz, who even went with David to visit Ted in Montana in 1974. David had 
warned that he might be a little ornery. But Joel didn’t see the rough edges. Ted 
seemed at ease; Dave had warned me he might not be. My memory of him did not 
quite fit what we all came to see. He was very orderly, meticulous. He was eccentrii 


but he was engaging at the same time. We had some lively discussions. He was ve 
much into ecology and very angry at the way the world was going.’ But over the yea 
Joel sa id , David had come to re alize something else. There was a madness there- 
isolation opened him to madness. This is why Dave, I believe, felt that Ted had to 
finally be brought back to the human community. It was his hope anyway.’ 

“Schwartz knew David had tried to keep reaching out to his brother even as Ted 


ok 


slipped further away. Yet the relationship between the brothers grew more strained, 
particularly after David got married. ‘I know Dave wrote many letters that were rebuffed 


in later years,’ Joel said. ‘Sometimes, with family members, there can be a kind of 


distance you can’t quite get over.’” 

&CSYY\ 

The following ie- fc h o oomploto tort c f (Qb) Written Investigator Report #122, Joel >\ 


01 


Schwartz. 


-XSK' 


^ wr ‘ g P' in Ci c i Mary lanrQ "' 


M*y-fl7TW 




510 







Joe! was assigned to room with Dave in his freshman year at Columbia 
Univ^sity, 1966. They became fast friends and roomed together ^Kfour years at 
Columbia^ Joe! was Dave’s best man at his wedding. 

Joel believes his and Dave’s lives paralleled each otfW in some respects. Like 
Dave, Joel has kbistory of mental illness in his family. Joefs great grandfather, on his 
mother’s side, committed suicide. He stuck his head in an oven and gassed himself. 

His family was deeply ashamed. They were strict Jewst and suicide offends the Jewish 
faith. The family pretended.that he had not killed himself and never discussed it. Joel’ 
mother took his death the hardest. She was just a/|ittle girl and did not understand what 
had happened. She stopped talWig. She became withdrawn. She was depressed and 
needed psychological help . I n thosesdays. howe ver, menta l illness was a taboo 
subject. People’s psychological troubles<were ignored and swept under the rug as if 
they did not exist. Joel’s mother’s parents ignored her problems. 

Joel was four years old vynen his youngerbrother was born and his mother 
began to lose her mind. It was 1953. She tried to knl Joel by making him eat epsom 
salts. In the middle of one night, she attacked Joel wittra hammer. She bashed his 
head four times before Joel’s father intervened. Joel nearly^ied. The doctors 
performed emedency surgery. 

Joel’s'mother was taken to the state insane asylum. She w^s diagnosed as a 


paranoicr schizophrenic. She underwent electric shock treatment and was heavily 





IG^ears old. She came back to live with her children, but she was stillgrgvely ill She 
went to live^t^halfway house for awhile before Joel’s father rented her an apartment 
of her own. She had anothecnervous breakdown in 1982 and had to be 
institutionalized in New Jersey. 

Joel’s experiences with his mpttfer echo, he'beljeyes, what Dave, Wanda and 
Ted Sr. went through with T^cTJoel’s mother had a manic universe inside her head. 
Joel thinks Ted do^sftoo. He describes Ted as a fractured personality'wtjo faces 
terrors fopwfiich he had no defenses. Joel’s perceptions of Ted are based onrheeting 
Teefand hearing Dave talk about Ted. N * 



Joel heard about Ted before he met him. When Joel and Dave were in college, 
Dave talked reverently about Ted, who was at Michigan. Dave worshiped Ted and 
idealized him as the smart, gifted older brother. After Dave and Joel graduated in 1970, 
Dave kept Joel posted on Ted’s progress. Joel knew about Ted’s leaving Berkeley in 
1972 and how Ted’s family reacted to it. Although they were deeply troubled by Ted’s 
behavior, they told everyone that Ted was just going to the wilderness for a short time 
to regroup before returning to Berkeley. On one hand, Dave painted a Thoreau-like 
picture of a strong figure who had the courage to abandon the trappings of civilization 
and retire to the wilderness. On the other hand, Dave hoped Ted might return to 
civilization. In the abstract, Dave admired Ted’s courage and philosophy. The reality of 
Ted living in the wilderness made Dave uneasy. When Ted moved to Montana, where 
Dave was already living, Dave told his parents that he would look after Ted. 
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Joel and Dave visited Ted in 1974, soon after Dave moved from Montana. They 
were driving across the country together. Joel and Dave began their trip in Oregon and 
camped out along the way. They stayed at Ted’s house one night and two days. 

At that time, Dave still hoped Ted would return to civilization but he had begun to 
have doubts. Dave warned Joel about Ted before Joel met him. He told Joel that Ted 
was afraid of people. He advised Joel that Ted rigidly defended his point of view during 
a debate and sharply ended the conversation when he did not agree with another 
person’s point. Dave described Ted as quirky and idiosyncratic. Dave told Joel not to 
talk about Berkeley because Ted was sensitive about the subject. Lastly, he advised 
Joel to give Ted space when Ted became agitated or frustrated. 

_Al thoug h Joel could tell Ted was very strange, Ted was cordial. He did not g et_ 

angry at Joel when he disagreed with him. For instance, Joel and Ted debated about 
the existence of God. Ted argued God did not exist in a more atheist than agnostic 
way. Joel argued that God did exist as evinced by the existence of order and balance 
in nature. Ted told Joel that while he did not believe in Joel’s premise, he thought Joel 
made a strong, logical argument. Joel liked Ted. Ted treated him with respect. Ted 
was pleasant. Although Ted did not engage superficial discourse, he did talk. Joel 
remembers being impressed with how well read Ted was. 

Ted’s cabin was small, but very neat. Joel thought Ted had meticulous control 
over the contents of his cabin. Ted was very proud that he was self-sufficient. He 
showed Dave and Joel his vegetable garden and talked about his growing techniques. 
He was protective of his land and pointed out the boundaries of his property. Ted told 
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Dave and Joel that he liked Lincoln residents, but he liked to be left alone. 

Ted was thin, and his beard was shorter than it was when he was arrested and 
neatly groomed. Joel and Dave hiked with Ted during the two days they were there. 
Ted pointed out plants and other natural phenomena. Joel and Dave slept outside, on 
Ted’s property, in a tent. Joel and Dave had a bottle of Jim Beam bourbon with them. 
Ted did not drink any. 

Joel told Ted that he was undergoing acupuncture to relieve the pain caused by 
his head injury. Ted thought Joel was crazy. After Joel and Dave left Ted’s cabin, Ted 
wrote Dave letters about Joel. He said Joel was schizophrenic. Ted told Dave to 
contact Joel’s father so that Joel could get the psychological help he needed. At the 

time, Dave and Joel laughed about these letters. Joel was not offended by Ted’s _ 

comments. In fact, he thought Ted was being very caring. To Joel, Ted’s opinion, 
though misguided and ill-founded, was indicative of warm feelings and genuine 
concern. Since Ted’s arrest, Joel and Dave have talked about those letters. In 
hindsight, Joel believes Ted’s comments on Joel’s mental health were really cries for 
help. Joel believes Ted projected his own mental illness onto Joel. 

Ted began to unravel in the late 1970's. Dave became distressed that Ted was 
breaking down. He described Ted’s letters to Joel. Ted’s letters sent warning bells off 
in Joel’s head. Ted’s fixation on wrongs he believed his parents perpetrated against 
him reminded Joel of his mother. Like Joel’s mother, Ted fixated on an act or event 
and saw it as all-threatening. When Joel was four years old, Joel’s mother repeatedly 
came into Joel’s room, turned off ail the lights, closed the shades and told Joel that the 
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nuclear holocaust was coming. She obsessed about the threat of nuclear war until it 
was like a black hole inside her. It controlled how she perceived the world and she 
could not stop it or appreciate it. Her delusions ate at her. Ted was the same way. 
Ted wrote a letter to his parents describing in detail how they had permanently scarred 
him when they called him stupid as a youngster. Most people could have forgotten 
such a comment, but Ted was not able to. It ate at him until it represented everything 
that was wrong with his life and the world. Joel realized that Ted was mentally ill. 

Around the time Dave got married, Dave consulted Joel about how to get 
psychological or psychiatric help for Ted. Dave, Ted Sr. and Wanda were thinking 
about writing Ted’s physician. They knew Ted was seeing a doctor regarding heart 
problems he was having. 

Dave 

Joel has known Dave for over 30 years. Dave is Joel’s best friend. In college, 
Dave was less outgoing than Joel. Joel was the head of the debate team, belonged to 
the chess club and was active in the student government. Dave did not participate in 
extra curricular activities except for the student newspaper. Dave was quiet and shy 
and liked to be alone. He was frugal. He saved his money and spent time alone 
reading. Dave is neater than Joel, but Joel is not a neat person at all. 

Dave talked a great deal about his ex-girlfriend, Linda Patrik. Dave never really 
got over Linda. He was prepared never to be married after breaking up with Linda. 
Joel was not surprised they got married given the way Dave had pined for her. 

Dave called Joel when he bought the property in Terlingua. Dave told Joel he 
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was going to become a hermit in the outback and write a book. Joel did not think this 
was strange. Dave had always liked to be alone. Dave also liked the outdoors. Joel 
understood why Dave wanted to live in Texas because he too found the stark beauty of 
the desert enticing. 

Wanda and Ted Sr. 

Joel knows Wanda and knew Ted Sr. Ted Sr. was pleasant. He and Wanda 
both spoke about the importance of education. It was clear they valued education 
above all else. Wanda and Ted Sr. used to invite him to stay at their house in Lombard 
when, and if, he ever came through town. He stayed at their house a couple of times. 
Ted Sr. and Wanda were of a generation that held a prejudice against mental illness. 
Wanda has talked with Joel about Ted’s psychological problems^ Since Ted’s arrest,— 
she has asked Joel why he was able to survive his mother’s attack while the 
hospitalization Ted underwent at 9 months permanently scarred him. She thanked Joel 
for being Dave’s friend. Wanda told him that he was like the big brother Dave never 
had. 


He was sorry when Ted Sr. killed himself. He remembers that Ted Sr. had 
specifically invited Dave back home the weekend he killed himself. 
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\in which Joel’s family was very active. Joel’s parents are Simon and Bernice Scnwartz. 
Si^non sold office supplies. He was a frugal man who was ambitious and had/at one 
time vyanted to become a lawyer. Simon was very involved with the local synagogue 
and the ISchwartz family felt pressure to be conventional. Simon was ashamed of his 
wife’s schizophrenia and worked hard at hiding his family’s problems from his friends 
and community^ / 

When Joel was four years old, his mother came into hjs room while he was 
sleeping and began hrtting him in the head with a hammer Joel was rushed to the 
emergency room at Paul Kimble Hospital in Lakewood; New Jersey, located 10 miles 
away from Toms River. After the doctor determined that Joel was going to live, he 
info rmed Simo n that Joel need ed exte ns ive foljow-up me dical care. Simon brought Joel 
to Dr. Scott at Temple University Hospitak/oel went through physical therapy 
treatment at Temple University Hospita^4nd Vien Joel was in 5th grade, Dr. Scott 
operated on Joel’s head. / \ 

Bernice was never arrested or tried for attackinghjoel. There was no prosecution 
because it was clear to everybody involved that Bernice wasJnsane. In 1953, Bernice 
was admitted to Morbona State Hospital in Morboro, New Jersey\Atthe State Hospital, 
Bernice received shjdck treatments. Bernice’s parents wanted her t\ao to the 
University of Pejtfnsylvania Hospital where they had better facilities andrnore advanced 
treatments..Simon did not want to pay for his wife to be hospitalized at the\|niversity of 
Pennsylvania. Finally, Bernice’s parents agreed to pay for her treatment and Bernice 




her mental illness seemed to improve. Bernice was released from the hospital around 


After he [sic] release, Bernice was forced to return to the hospital several times. 
Bernice hadftwisted religious beliefs by which she convinced herself that/me world was 
under condemnation and she must offer sacrifices to God. One time/Bemice 
intentionally burned ner arm on the stove and then placed it in a bucket of ice. Bernice 
said she felt compelled tb hurt herself in that way because of Her name: Bem-ice. 

One time Bernice became disturbed over the weight of a man she saw in a 
restaurant. She said that the mamwas eating his problems away and that she felt the 
man’s pain. Bernice became very upsi^t and did not speak for three weeks. 

When Berni ce was not in the hospjM $ne lived with her mother and eventually 
moved into an apartment of her own. She/stilnjyes in New Jersey and has spent most 
of her life battling schizophrenia. / \ 

Simon and Bernice obtaineda legal divorce inthe early 1970's. After his 
divorce, Simon became very adtive in national Jewish affairs. In 1981, Simon met a 
woman whom he wanted to marry. However, while Simon atod Bernice had obtained a 
legal divorce, they were still married according to their religion.'Simon asked Joel to go 
to his mother and ask for her cooperation in getting their marriage annulled. Joel went 
to Bernice anckshe cooperated fully. Simon remarried in 1982. \ 

Thrown of Toms River was outwardly supportive of the Schwartz family, but 
behipo closed doors, people gossiped and questioned the integrity of Simon and his 
/(Children. Simon supported Joel as he learned to cope with his physical injuries. Joel 
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to wear a bandage on his head covered by a football helmet to protect his injuries/' 
forsix months after the attack. He suffered from a speech impediment and had mm 
paralysis in the right side of his body. Before the attack, Joel was right-handed^ but 
ever since t^e attack, he has had to use his left hand. / 

While SirfKDn made sure that Joel received proper treatment fapTiis physical 
injuries, Joel did not receive any help or therapy for the mental ti/jma he had 
experienced. Simon’s s solution was not to think or talk about .Bernice, her schizophrenia 
or the attack. Joel also tribd to forget about his mother aria concentrated on 
succeeding in school at Toms iSiver Day School and/fnen at Toms River High School. 
Joel tried to distance himself from nis family situ/ion by focusing on scholastic 
achievement. Joel’s childhood nanny whp recently died, Erna, said that as a child, Joel 


shunned all physical affection. / \ 

Not until after high school, whdn Joel wenrto Columbia and befriended Dave did 
he really begin the long and painful process of dealing with what his mother had done 
to him and attempted to heal Emotionally. David helped Joel start this process. Joel 
felt extremely close to Da/a and for the first time in his life, Jhel had a person with 
whom he could talk to/sic] about his feelings. \ 

Joel graduated from Columbia with Dave in the spring of 1970\That fall, Joel 
entered Georgetown University Law Center in Washington, D.C. During his first two 
years in lav/school, Joel took advantage of the psychological services available to him 
througb / Georgetown University. For the first time in his life, Joel was receiving \ 
professional help for his psychological problems. He received counseling until the enfc^ 
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^of his second year when he completely broke down. Joel became disillusioned witbPhe 
path he was taking in life. He completely lost interest in the law and began writif^g a 
book oh Jewish mysticism. / 

The^mbition and need for academic success that had been driving Joel since 
his mother’s attack suddenly dissolved and Joel was left trying both/fo deal with his pain 
and find a new direction in life. Joel was unhappy. He realizecLfnat his course in life 
was not a match for wh\he really was inside. He felt incomplete and began a long 
struggle to recapture and re^jze his identity. Joel bega/to try and work slowly through 
his troubled history. / 

Joel left law school after two ye^s and in/1972, he moved to California and 
bega n s tud ying for a master’s degree in p olitica l scienc e a t Clair mo nt College. Joel_ 


was still not happy in school and droppejzcut after one year. Joel then began teaching 
at a conservative Jewish high schooWn Los Angeles\alled Los Angeles Hebrew High 
School. Joel taught classes in religious history, Christianity and Judaism for two years 
before deciding that he wanted to move to Israel. Joel quit rKs job and moved to Israel 
where he lived on a Kibbutz, worked for a religious sociologist and tried to write a book 
on people who return/fo religious faith. Joel lived in Israel for over two years until he 
returned to the United States in 1980. \ 

Although Joel does not think that he suffers from schizophrenia likeyhis mother, 
he has hag hallucinations at various times in his life. The first time Joel remehnbers 
having'a hallucination was at age four, the night before his mother attacked him Mh 
the hammer. Joel’s parents had already gone to sleep and Joel was lying alone in nhs 
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usd. Joel saw the patterns on the wallpaper begin to move. Joel did not understand 
what was happening to him and can still not explain his hallucination: 

The second time Joel had a hallucination was when he'was in college. He was 
visiting a friend, Allan^Hersh, in upstate New York. Th^y were listening to George 
Harris music. Joel had the'sensation that therfiusic was entering his body and his 
whole being began to vibrate. JoeNooKed up into the moon and vividly saw a red star 
of David. Joel felt as though hi^feet wereYooted into the ground.. Joel thinks his 
hallucination was inspired/tiy the biblical story of DcKcid. 

In his twenti^df Joel had another hallucination where'be saw an image of a 
human heartthat he believes was his own. Yellow and black weasdJ^ke creatures 

were syvdrming around and s tick ing into the heart. Joel thinks he mightha^sJiad the_ 

j?dllucination becau se at the time, Joel had an emo tionally tangled and unqivinaheSKtj l 
David’s time living in the desert in Texas had a special effect on David. David 
was different when he was in Texas. David kept telling Joel that when he was in Texas 
the world felt pure and uncontaminated. David felt like he was part of the environment 


and at one with the earth. 


experiment 


lescaline ancfsmokedl 


\peyote. Jodi never triepWXS [sic]. Joel, like most college students urthe late sixties, 


/waeKcurious about dt 


b David strictly avoided using and 


[sic] drugs, including alcohol. Drugs were not something Wanda and Ted Sr. approved 
of and David tried to live in strict accordance with his parents’ beliefs. Although Wanda 
and Ted Sr. were politically progressive, they were very conservative socially. 
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Likewise, in college, David had liberal political beliefs but he rarely went out with 
friends, never dated and never drank or experimented with drugs. 

From the first day Joel met David, David was obsessed with Linda Patrik. David 
told Joel that he had gone out with Linda in high school, that he was in love with her, 
and that she was the only woman he was ever going to love. David talked to Joel 
endlessly about Linda’s virtues. David said she was different from any other woman. 
Linda was special and brilliant. David wrote her letters and much of David’s time was 
consumed by thinking and talking about her. 

David also idolized Ted. When David entered Columbia in 1966, Ted was 
studying mathematics at the University of Michigan. David was very proud of Ted and 
often-told Joel that-Ted-was-a^enius,-JoeLfound-David-’s-worship-of-Tedstrange-and— 
inappropriate. David also warned Joel that Ted was different and did not relate to 
people well socially. 

Since Joel had known David, David had always been extremely concerned about 
money. He is frugal and avoids spending money on anything he does not deem 
absolutely necessary. When David was in college, he often avoided participating in 
social events that cost money. He did not eat in restaurants or go to shows. 

The day that Joel and David moved into their freshman dorm at Columbia, Joel’s 
father, Simon, invited David to come to lunch with him and Joel. They ate lunch at a 
moderately priced restaurant and when the bill came, Simon paid. Later in the 
afternoon after Simon had left, David began obsessing over whether it was appropriate 
for Simon to have paid for his lunch. David kept telling Joel that he felt guilty. Joel did 
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not understand why David was so concerned with the matter and finally told David to 
stop worrying. 

David was willing to go to one diner near Columbia because the food was 
extremely cheap. Frequently when they went out, David proposed a topic for 
discussion and Joel and David discussed the subject while they ate. David has always 
approached conversation in this manner. He likes to present a topic and if the topic is 
agreeable to everyone present, it becomes the subject of conversation. David has six 
or seven conversation topics which he likes to recycle. David’s topics include the 
question of whether an artist’s personal life affects his or her art, baseball, writers 
(specifically Conrack M cCarthy), music, Heidegger, and Third World versa First World 

issues. When they were not together, David and Joel s pend a lot of time in college_ 

along [sic], thinking and writing. 

David came from a different background than Joel. Joel grew up in a fairly 
affluent area of New Jersey, in a community that was conservative and religious. The 
Kaczynski family was lower middle class, intellectual and devout atheists. David 


seemed to embrace his parents’ values fully. 


fermsTof their views 


illness. Joel ancTSayid’s parents’ generation looked down on ment^JTtthess. Joel’s 


father was against Joel seekingar 


of emotional^atfnseling or psychological 


therapy. Simon preferred for Joel to ignprertnsp?obteiiis^imilarly, while Ted Sr. and 
Wanda may have intellegtuattyTmderstood the issue of mental illneSsr^tiey were unable 
to deal vidth-theproblem within their own family. Ted’s family knew he sufferedTrort^ 
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x mehtal illness, but Ted never received treatment. 

Ov^the years, Joel has realized that in order to benefit from therapv^dne first 
must acknowledc^ethat he or she needs help. While in law schoolj>5el came to terms 
with the fact that he needed professional help. Ted hasrpaffy layers of resistance and 
denial that prevented him from gdttiQg that hel^th^t he so desperately needed. 

Joel has tried many forms otth^ra^&Qrne more successful than others. 
Although Joel has suffepsdmom temporary bouts ofctepc^ssion at various points in his 
life, he has n^veftaken anti-depressant medication. There havedlso been periods in 


life when he has felt very frustrated 


feelinc 


David does not express extreme emotion. When Ted Sr. committed suicide, 
David did not seem to be greatly affected . The r e w a s ve r/ little chan ge in Da vid’s 
demeanor. David said that he regretted what his father had done, but he understood 


' Joel believes that l ed is mentallyHH. Joel does rtsrt think that T^d should g^t the 
d\ath penalty because'Ted is mentally ill. \ \ \ \ 
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APPENDIX 7 


Very soon after my arrest, two quickie books about my case appeared: (Ja) Mad 
Genius, by the staff of Time Magazine, and (Jb) Unabomber, by John Douglas and 
Mark Olshaker. Everything that I’ve said about the news media applies to these two 
books, which are riddled with errors. To take just a few examples at random from Mad 
Genius: “He came into town ... to stock up on flour and spam” (p. 8). I bought spam 
maybe once in all my years in Lincoln, and hadn’t bought any at all for several years 
prior to my arrest. “He walked with his head down ... . He didn’t say . .. ‘yeah, right’; 
he’d say ‘quite correct’ ” (p. 8). I did not habitually walk with my head down; I often use 
expressions similar t o “y eah, right, ” and I d oubt that I have ev er in m y lif e an s wer ed a 
question with “quite correct.” “A Census worker... actually got inside [Kaczynski’s 
cabin]” (p. 8). No Census worker ever entered my cabin. “Visitors knew better than to 
knock” (p. 9). I did not often have visitors, but when I did have them they commonly 
knocked (unless I was outdoors when they arrived), and I always greeted them 
courteously. On p. 9 the book refers to my “saddlebags.” I had no saddlebags of any 
kind. “But days passed, and there was no sign of [Kaczynski] except an occasional 
foray to tend his garden” (p. 9). Are the authors stupid, or what? This was March in the 
Northern Rockies. The ground was still frozen, and it was decidedly not the season for 
tending a garden. Besides, if it was from the FBI that the authors got the 
(mis)information that there “was no sign” of me “except for an occasional foray,” then 
the statements on p. 7, to the effect that the FBI had the area of the cabin bugged and 
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watched by “snipers” must be a lot of crap. On most days during March, and up to and 
including April 3, the day of my arrest, I spent several hours outdoors cutting firewood, 
hunting rabbits, doing other chores, or just enjoying the fresh air, so that if the FBI had 
had the area closely watched they would have seen plenty of “sign” of me. P. 10: The 
account of my arrest is badly garbled, 

The errors and distortions just go on and on throughout the book. Some of then 
are of no significance, but others combine to create a false idea of the kind of person 


that I am. 


Vs <pur r )c ^ 


The Unabomber book is even worse. More recently there’s been another book 
about the case by one Graysmith or Greysmith. I sa^ it, ^t^eve^ 


worse than Unabomber. 


Tpro lia.il (a 


L’Affaire Unabomber, by Professor Jean-Marie Apostolides, Editions du Rocher, 
Monaco, 1996, also is riddled with errors, but at least Professor Apostolides is honest 
enough to warn the reader in the first section of Chapter IV that the book is based on 
unreliable material: The reader is advised ... to consider the hypotheses I advance as 
based on information from limited or biased sources” (p. 65). I think, however, that 
Professor Apostolides will be embarrassed when he leams just how wildly inaccurate 
his book really is. To take just a few examples of his errors: On p. 66 he states that my 
father occupied “by the end of his career, a position almost equivalent to that of an 
engineer.” In reality my father never occupied any such position. Professor A. states 
that my father taught my brother and me “wilderness survival skills.” My father could 
not have done this, because he knew almost nothing about “wilderness survival skills” 




himself. Contrary to what Professor A. states, my mother was not “very active in the 
neighborhood.” On p. 68, Professor A. states that my parents “never stopped working 
to help the poor.” In reality, my parents never lifted a finger to help the poor, at least 
not from the time I was old enough to be aware of their activities. I recall a discussion I 
had with them in 1979. They claimed that they would be willing to sacrifice the “high 
standard of living” that we have here in America in order to spread the wealth around 
and help the poor people of the Third World. I didn’t doubt that they believed this, but I 
knew my parents too well to believe it myself. With a sneer I told them that if it ever 
came down to making such a choice, they would find some excuse to oppose the 
sacrifice. By 1982, when they visited me in Montana, they apparently had become 

sufficientl y c oncerned about illegal immi gr ation from Me xico t o feel it was a threat to_ 

their own security, and they expressed their indignation to me in quite self-righteous 
terms: “What right do these people think they have to come into someone else’s 
country without permission?” or words to that effect. Evidently my parents were no 
longer willing to share America’s wealth with the Third World. ^ 

On p. 69 Professor A. states that my parents “never hesitated to make their 
ideas known publicly, even when they knew themselves to be in the minority.” Actually, 
my father was usually careful to express his socialistic opinions only to his best friends, 
at least during the years when I was close enough to my parents to have knowledge on 
this subject; and when I was a kid my mother was so fearful that people might find out 
we were atheists, that she repeatedly told me to say we were Unitarians whenever 
anyone might ask what our religion was. On p. 70, Professor A. writes: “Even though 
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they themselves had no education past high school, the older Kaczynskis were 
ambitious for their children." Actually my mother had two years of college before I was 
born ((Be) Baby Book, p. 33). On p. 71, Professor A. states: “Very early, in elementary 
school, [Ted] skipped a grade. He skipped another grade in junior high school. The 
teachers . . . even proposed that he be allowed to skip a third grade-level... The 
truth is that I skipped sixth grade, my junior year in high school, and no other grade. No 
proposal was ever made that I should skip a third grade. Such a proposal would have 
made no sense, because after the second time I skipped a grade I was already a high- 
school senior and there were no grades left for me to skip. On pp. 73-74, most of the 
(mis)information provided is fantasy. The errors go on and on, and more important ths 


V 

IM * - 


the individual errors is the fact that the o v erall picture of me and my family that_ 

Professor A. draws is grossly distorted. 

The page citations given above refer not to the book as published in French, but 
to an unpublished English translation of which Professor Apostolides has kindly 
provided me with a copy, (Jd) English Translation of L’Affaire Unabomber. 


- O fay<m7iffi-v4yi^ authors of Mad Genius and Unabomber were 

opportunists who just wanted to make a fast buck out of other people’s tragedies. 


Professor Apostolides was not an opportunist but was motivated by sincere interest in 

\ r~ »« u / 

case. - 12 : add pec 


the 




APPENDIX 8 


On April 3, 1998, after the final draft of this book was finished, I came into 

possession of reports by three of my high-school teachers that were part of my 

application for admission to Harvard. These reports were part of my Harvard record ^ 

Leasf 4ujo 

and were in the possession of the government, but, despite ropoat e ^ subpoenas by m 
defense team, Harvard failed to send us copies of them, and we didn’t even know of 
their existence until late March, 1998. 

To save space I will omit the questions printed on the forms, but I reproduce he 
in full all of the teachers’ comments about me. 

_(Ec)_School RecordsJDfTJK,_Harvard^pp._82,_83;_report_by^R.M.R.:_ 

“I have known Ted for two years and have had him in classes in Trigonometry, 

Physics, and Advanced Mathematics. 

“Ted has a sincere interest in his work. Ted needs no prodding. Ted’s main 

concern is that his program and his work be challenging enough. His family are behind 

him, but do not push him. He is his own best pusher. He not only spends time on his 

own doing extra class-related work, but interets [sic] other students in making trips to 

nearby museums. He has organized several surveying parties in connections [sic] with 

Trigonometry. They have spent several whole days making rather extensive surveys of 

areas in some forest preserves nearby.” [c\c -iz ckany per T>jC^ 

It is of course expected that teachers will try to give the “right” answers on \ 

ui oo&i PrOM fd 1 y 

college recommendation forms for good students, but here R.M.R. is^ tisfrflat^ t rt lyingi I 
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I made exactly one surveying trip to the forest preserves with some other kids from the 
trigonometry class. I have only a vague memory of how the trip was organized. The 
teacher (R.M.R.) may have bestowed on me the (nominal) role of organizer, but I know 
for certain that I had in practice very little influence over the way the trip was conducted. 
We spent a few hours on one day surveying the boundary of one small pond, and that 
was all. I didn’t even participate in doing the calculations and drawing the map of the 
pond. All that was carried out by Terry L. 

To continue with R.M.R.’s report: 

“[In intellectual achievement and promise Ted is in the] Top 5 of 950 [legibility 
doubtful] Could be the highest. Its [sic] a close race at the top. 

_Ted’s performance Inactivities jndicates a.rapid comprehension of principles,_a_ 

readiness to apply them, occasional impatience with details and a small degree of 
inflexibility when under extreme pressure. He is usually poised and has an extremely 
stable personality. Evidence of leadership is indicated in item 2. 

“Ted is mature and is a student who can take responsibilities. I would feel 
confident that he would carry out any reasonable task he was assigned. I know of no 
difficulties he is experiencing. His main strength is extreme intelligence. He has 
completed four years of high school in three. His main weakness is that he is advanced 
for his age although he fits in well with his classmates. 

“October 18, 1957. [signed] R_M. R_" 

(Fc) School Records of TJK, Harvard, pp. 84, 85; Report by R. Kn.: 

“I have known Ted for two years, and taught him in English II. 
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“Ted’s parents have never evidenced undue concern about grades, only concern 
over whether he was working up to capacity. When he was in my class, which was 
supposed to include the superior students of his age group, he did extra work of two 
kinds: an extemporaneous speech once a week on world problems, and a research 
paper on archaeology. His speeches showed a thorough grasp of the subject, but the 
vocabulary he used was over the heads of the other students and he was more 
interested in abstract principles than in dramatizing his introduction to hold the attention 
of the other students. This interest in pursuing a question into its intricate depths 
showed a less extroverted personality than those of the boys who scatter their energies 
among many extra-curricular activities. Ted’s extra-curricular work is in music, where 

skill is required._His mind is original and independent,, so far ahead and afield-that he 

simply wasn’t present mentally when we repeated routine material. Seating him by the 
magazine shelves enabled him to go on with his reading about world affairs, and while 
he was absent due to illness or injury he asked for a book “The Bible as History” which 
he read because he was interested in archaeology. 

“His intellectual capacity was first among the 900 students in this school. 

“Ted’s vocabulary is extensive; his musical ability is high and he has taken 
college-level work in music although his schedule is already over-burdened. This class 
in composition meets after school, and in addition he has sufficient leadership to give 
free lessons on the trombone to a younger member of the band, on Saturdays. He has 
a laboratory in the basement of his home where he, with other boys, experiments with 
‘missiles’ to his mother’s horror. Some of the band members felt last year that if ‘first 
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chair 1 in band had not been elective he would have had it. He did well in his contest 
solo, but had to sacrifice band for science this [year]. 

“Ted is persistent; when his schedule ruled out band he made arrangements] to 
come in part-time in order to continue playing at public appearances. I think that his 
very heavy schedule, combining two years in one, has solved all the difficulties he ever 
had, which involved inattention during review work with other students. 

“One of his fine qualities might be mentioned: interest in detail and abstraction, in 
the perfection of skills and the pursuit of questions. His grandfather was called in to 
plan picture frames for Chicago’s artists; his aunt and uncle were excellent musicians 
whose careers were cut short by tragedy. His parents are alert and responsible 
members of this new community. H is mothe r ha s hun g a peg board in the livin g room, 
where she places interesting objects and modern art, changing the pictures often so 
that her boys can become familiar with many. 

“Ted is a pleasant sort, not eccentric in his appearance or mannerisms. In a 
school where most students are the children of factory foremen, his vocabulary is his 
most identifying characteristic. 

“Harvard or any other school will gain an excellent student in Ted; he is 
potentially an outstanding scientist and citizen. 

“I believe that his willingness to study extemporaneous speaking in my class, 
when his first interest is science, shows that he has broad interest [sic] and the qualities 
of a good world citizen. 

“Oct. 28, 1957 [signed] R_Kn_” 


532 





I won’t bother to identify all the errors in these two reports. Suffice it to say that 
they were written with the intention of getting me into Harvard rather than in order to 
give an accurate and balanced picture of me. However, my teachers would not have 
been willing to stretch the truth to get me into Harvard if they had seen me as the kind 
of sicko that the media have recently portrayed. 

(Fc) School Records of TJK, Harvard, pp. 86, 87; report by J. Ob.: 

“[I have known Ted] Three years. [He has been] A member of my high school 

band. 

“Enthusiastic about everything, but rather crude in his approach to music. Would 
rather play many notes without thought to quality than to play a few really well. Very 
responsible toward th^organizati on and the sch ool. Extreme ly loyal._. 

“He is not a leader, nor is he one to be led. Seems to prefer his own company. 
Quite independent. 

“Very high intellectually. Basic intelligence very good. Motivation is high. 

Seems to want to do many things. Does not discourage at all. Can be channeled into 
many things. 

“An extremely responsible boy. Quiet, clean-cut, efficient The only weakness is 
his tendency to be aloner [sic]. 

“10/28/57 [signed] J_Ob_ 

I don’t necessarily agree with everything in this report, but at least it seems to be 
honest. As for J. Ob.’s remark that I preferred to play many notes without thought to 
quality rather than play a few really well: I think he meant that I emphasized the ability 


533 






to play difficult, fast passages instead of putting effort into improving my tone and 
articulation. If that was his meaning, then he was right. 

I’m mildly surprised that J. Ob. didn’t catch on to the fact that the reason why I 
was a “loner” was that I was not well accepted by most of the other kids. 
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APPENDIX 9 


The following two letters from me to Ellen Tarmichaei constitute (Ba) Journals of 
TJK, Series VI #3. 

August 25, 1978 

Dear Ellen, 

You needn’t fear that I’ll bother you again. In this letter I merely want to clear up 
some loose ends of this nasty affair, because I always hate having anything 
misunderstood. 

When I talked to you in your car as you arrived at work Thursday morning 

(August 24), you said th at w hen you w en t out with me the first two times , yo u “real l y _ 

thought there might be something in it; friendship, or... .” I seriously doubt whether 
your statement is true, because your words and actions generally have been so 
inconsistent. Nevertheless, this statement is probably the only thing that prevented me 
from attacking you physically. When I got into your car, I intended physical violence of 
a serious nature - until your statement cast doubt on the conclusion I had reached, that 
in going out with me you were only using me as a toy, playing with me casually in order 
to gratify your ego at my expense. 

But don’t get excited. You have nothing to fear from me now. The storm is past, 
and even if I were to leam that you were really using me as a toy, I wouldn’t care to do 
anything about it. All I feel for you now is a dull resentment. 

Possibly you are shocked at the violence of my feelings. Let me explain further. 
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I was not out looking for any kind of relationship. When I was alone in the 
mountains I had no desire for women, and was even somewhat repelled at the thought 
of such involvements. When I was preparing to come back to the city this spring, I felt 
uncomfortable and worried whenever it occurred to me that I might meet some 
attractive woman and fall into temptation. 

But it was natural enough that I should get interested in you. You have a very 
pretty face, and your personality and charm easily make up for your defective figure. 
Especially, there was something in your personality - let’s call it a certain vigor, or life - 
that particularly appealed to me. 

Besides, there were two factors that made me particularly susceptible to your 
charms at this time. One was my general inexperience with women. (You c an well 
imagine that I had nothing to do with women during the years I was in the mountains; 
but even before that my experience was very limited.) 

Second, there is the fact that the prospect looks very bleak for me at present. 
When people ask about my plans, I say something vague about Canada and Alaska, 
but really I have little enthusiasm for any such project. As I remarked the other night, it 
is getting harder and harder to escape civilization. At the cost of considerable effort I 
might still find a corner for myself somewhere - but then after a few years I would 
probably have to watch it being ruined by airplanes, snowmobiles, recreationists, etc., 
as is happening in Montana. 

Since I can never feel that there is anything worth while in the kind of existence 
provided by modem civilization, this leaves me with a very empty prospect in life and 
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nothing to look forward to. It would have been very comfortable to have something to 
put into this vacuum -- such as affection for a woman in whom I thought I saw 
something I could respect. 

What did I want from you? Certainly not marriage. (I say this not from any 
reluctance to commit myself permanently, but because our interests and aspirations are 
so different that we could never live together.) Perhaps some form of love-affair. But 
really I had no definite intention about what I wanted from you. It would be better to say 
that, if I had ever come to feel that you cared for me, I would have found it a great 
pleasure to give you whatever you might want from me. 

I was simply drawn to you and couldn’t resist it, or rather, had no definite reason 

to resist it. But your ambig uous behavior lef t me in a very uncomfo rtable state of_ 

uncertainty. Were you playing some kind of game with me? Or did you actually like 
me? I couldn’t figure out what you were up to. It was not that I felt I needed you. If you 
had told me courteously that you had decided not to go out with me any more because 
there was no future in it, I would have been disappointed, but I would have been as 
much relieved as disappointed, because I would have no more conflict or uncertainty 
over you, and my mind could just slip back into its accustomed groove. 

Still, I had opened my heart to you, so to speak, and had permitted myself to 
entertain soft feelings toward you. I thought that I would fall in love with you if I ever felt 
sure that you were ready to have any real affection for me. 

I can well understand the statement you made to me Thursday morning, that on 
that last date it “just struck you” that you had nothing in common with me and that there 
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was no future in anything between us. I felt the same way about you, often. Yet in 
spite of this I always felt I would be glad to go as far with you as the differences 
between us would permit. 

But the thing that really turned me off at times was the inconsistency and 
insincerity (or even duplicity, as I would say after that last date) that I was afraid I saw in 
you. For example: 

The answer you gave when I said “Oh, I like you” was cryptic. If you’d been 
sincere, you might have said something like this: “I’m glad to hear you like me, but I 
don’t know what to say to it, because I don’t think I know you well enough yet to tell how 
I’ll feel about you.” 

_On the second date, whe n I asked you wh y you' d agr eed to go outjwith me, you 

shrugged your shoulders and said coldly, “It just seemed like a good idea at the time.” 
Almost insulting. 

There were other little things like this. But on the other hand, you seemed very 
ready to go out with me and to kiss* me. And whenever I phoned you, you always 
sounded as if you were glad to hear from me. 

Before that last date, I had evolved this theory about your motivations: Either you 
went out with me and kissed me merely because it gratified your ego to exert power 
over a man through your sex appeal; or else you really did like me, but for some reason 


* Don’t tell me there’s no sex in a kiss when you put your tongue out and rub my 
mouth with it, as on the second date. You started the tongue-rubbing stuff, not me. Do 
you kiss your lather that way? 
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found it difficult to express that liking directly; or (as I thought most probable) the truth 
was some combination of the two. 

All this left me in doubt But I kept hoping that if I persisted you would eventually 
be more open and honest with me. I thought you might be worth taking some trouble 
for. 

But on that last date I was forced to conclude that you were intentionally taking 
advantage of me. I made a special effort to be attentive and agreeable, but you were 
calculatedly cold from the beginning, retaining just enough friendliness to avoid an open 
breach. Then there was that silly, transparent deviousness about using two cars 
instead of one, in order to avoid giving me a chance to ask for a goodnight kiss. It was 
so obvious that it am oun ted t o a c alcul at ed insu lt, why [sic] cou ld n’t yo u just ex pl ain 
courteously that you had decided not to go out with me any more because you saw no 
future in it, if that was true? 

When we were coming to an explanation, sitting in the car outside your 
apartment, I was perfectly serious, of course, while you kept smiling and talking lightly, 
as if the whole thing were a joke to you. And you were very gay for the rest of the day, 
as if you were cheerful at having achieved your little triumph over me by getting me 
sweet on you and then throwing cold water on me. You seemed to have taken my soft 
feelings for you and used them as a tool to make a fool of me. 

Finally, your offer to kiss me goodnight just before you went home was an insult 
under the circumstances. It was as if you wanted to tease me. You didn’t want me, but 
you wanted to keep me dangling so that you could play with me - so it appeared. 


539 







I was mortally offended by all this. The more so because (as you so tactlessly 
remarked yourself) I am very lacking in social confidence. The trick I believed you had 
played on me hit me on my weakest and most sensitive side. Also there are other 
reasons, going all the way back to my early teens, why I am exceptionally sensitive to 
that kind of insult. 

If you had been frank and open with me, you would have retained a friend who 
would still have had some soft feelings toward you and would have been glad to do you 
a favor at any time, if you wanted one. As it is, the feelings you leave me with are 
resentment, disgust, and contempt for you. 

After we came to an explanation outside your apartment Sunday, I began to hate 

you, and from th at p oint / stopped being sincere with you. I controlled, myself and_ 

carefully refrained from showing my resentment, because I wanted to think things over 
before saying or doing anything. I was consciously lying when I said there were no 
hard feelings. 

You can hardly imagine how upset I was Sunday evening. I got very little sleep 
that night. It was not until Monday afternoon that I decided what to do. I intended to 
ride you and insult you at work until I made you uncomfortable enough to fire me. And 
at that point maybe I could embarrass you by dragging the whole business out in the 
open in front of the whole crew. Thus the insulting verses Tuesday morning. This is 
also why I pinched your behind on the way out Tuesday afternoon - under the 
circumstances it was clearly an insult. 

What surprised me was the fact that you seemed conciliatory Tuesday afternoon, 
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and didn’t even complain that I pinched you. Another example of duplicity? For a 
couple of reasons, I doubt that your conciliatory attitude was sincere. 

Be that as it may, Dave’s foolish meddling spoiled my plan. He threatened me, 
saying that if I posted up any more nasty verses he would fire me and maybe beat me 
up into the bargain. I hadn't planned to put up any more verses, but of course I couldn’t 
back down from a direct challenge, so I posted one up before his eyes and invited him 
to fire me, which he did. This on Wednesday afternoon. 

Dave’s firing me not only deprived me of the kind of revenge I had planned, but it 
seemed to confirm your triumph over me. The fact that you smiled and took a half- 
humorous attitude when I asked you whether the firing was official, was an additional 

insult. And in view of your earlier insincerities, I had n o re ason to take seriously your_ 

show of reluctance to confirm the firing. 

Thus I was even more upset Wednesday night than Sunday. I felt utterly 
humiliated, and was fully determined to wipe out my defeat with violence on Thursday 
morning. I see no attractive prospects for me in life, so what do I care about 
consequences? But when you said (without a smile, for once) that you went out with 
me the first two times because you “really thought there might be something in it,” it 
seemed to mean that you took me at least somewhat seriously, that I wasn’t just a toy 
for you. This turned off my anger - permanently. In spite of the fact that I didn’t know 
then, and still don’t know, whether to believe you. 

When I asked you on that last date why you went out with me, first you said you 
wanted absolutely nothing from me. Then you said, “I just like to go out and have a 
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good time.” Later you said you just went out with me to satisfy your curiosity because 
you found me such an unusual person. Now you say you went out with me because 
you “really thought there might be something in it.” How do I knew which one to 
believe? 

I wonder whether your insincerity and inconsistency are conscious and 
intentional, or whether they are instinctive and involuntary. Perhaps a strain of this kind 
of insincerity runs all through the cultural group to which you belong. 

If you were telling the truth when you said you “really thought there might be 
something in it” when you first went out with me, then I apologize, and am genuinely 
sorry that I insulted you. 

But if you were on ly toying with me, then all I can say is : Watch it! I’m not the 
only man with a revengeful streak. Next time you tease such a man you may not be so 
lucky. 

Ted J. Kaczynski 

★ 


Sept. 2, 1978 

Dear Ellen, 

I want to offer you my unqualified apology. I am no longer interested in deciding 
whether you were or were not insincere with me. Either way, I deeply regret that I 
insulted you, and I am extremely sorry that I took an unpleasant tone in the first letter I 
sent you. 
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My only excuse for becoming so excessively upset is that, foolishly, 1 had come 
to feel much more strongly about you than I had any right to do. There is something in 
you to which I respond powerfully, in spite of all our differences. To me you were a ray 
of sunshine. I didn’t realize myself how badly I wanted you until I was forced to 
abandon all hope in that direction; I find it much more difficult to get over than I had 
imagined I would. 

If I still thought there were any chance that you could ever care for me, I would 
do almost anything to win your esteem. But you have made it clear that there is no 
such chance. To my sorrow, I apparently have nothing to offer that is of interest to you. 

I hope that you find your new duties at Foam-Cutting more congenial now, and I 

wish you the best of luck generally. Again. I offer you mv regretful apology._ 

Ted J. Kaczynski 
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APPENDIX 10 
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As to the reliability of information provided by investigators: Investigators working 




or my defense team interviewed many people who had known me at various times in /. 

tm 

ny life. Information reported to the investigators by the interviewees tended to be 
ighly unreliable. But how reliable have the investigators been in reporting what the 


iterviewees told them? 


Investigator #1 is an investigator for the Federal Defenders in Montana. My 
jess is that her reports are reasonably accurate. For what it may be worth, 
vestigator #2 told me that Investigator #1 was “an excellent investigator,” and that her 
ports c ou ld be assumed accurate. In this book I have used onl y writ ten r eports from 
restigator #1. 

I have no way of judging the reliability of Investigators #4 or #7, but, as far as I 
pw, only a minimal amount of the information I’ve used was obtained through them, 
estigator #3 was not really an investigator but an attorney who worked with 
estigator #2 and interviewed a few people. All other investigators (that I know of) 

•e young people who worked under the supervision of Investigator #2. The chief of 
defense team, Quin Denvir, gave me this opinion of Investigator #2: 

“In response to your inquiry, the mitigation investigator whom we retained for 
' case [Investigator #2], has a very good reputation as an investigator, and Judy 
rke] and I consider [his/her] work to be very reliable.” (Cg) Note from Quin Denvir to 
Kaczynski, April 10, 1998. 








I’m not completely convinced by Mr. Denvir’s assurance. In general, I was not 
terribly impressed with the investigators who worked under Investigator #2. The 
majority of them did not seem to be the kind of people who could be relied on for 
consistent accuracy. For example, a few of them were assigned the task of collating 
three versions of a document; it was a straightforward and purely mechanical task, yet 
they made a hash of it. Investigator #2 him/herself seemed less reliable than the young 
investigators who worked under him/her. In several cases he/she gave me orally items 
of information that later turned out to be wrong. To take the worst example, Investigator 
#2 told me on September 3, 1996, that Linda Patrik had had at least two husbands 
before she married my brother. On October 8, 1997, Investigator #2 and I went over 
my written notes of this in formation, and he/ s he confirmed orally that Linda P. had had 
at least two husbands before she married Dave. See (Qe) Investigator Note #2. 

Later I asked Investigator #2 to give me written confirmation of this item, and 
what he/she gave me was: “Since college, Linda has been married once before her 
marriage with Dave.. . .” (Qc) Written Reports by Investigator #2, pp. 1,2. That Linda 
was married only once before her marriage to Dave is supported by their marriage 
certificate: (Gc) Marriage Certificate of David Kaczynski and Linda Patrik. 

I assume that Investigator #2's written reports were prepared much more 
carefully than the oral ones, so they no doubt are more reliable. I’ve found no errors in 
them, but since I usually have nothing to check them against, this means little. 

I’m quite confident that Investigator #2's written reports are vastly more accurate 
and reliable than information from the media. At a guess, I’d say they are significantly 
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more reliable than the FBI’s 302's, but I doubt that they approach the standard of 
reliability that would be expected from workers in the hard sciences. This applies also 
to reports from the young people who worked under Investigator #2. 

I’m sorry I can’t tell the reader anything more definite about the accuracy of these 
reports, but that’s the best I can do. 

Investigator #3 seemed to me to be much like Investigator #2 as far as reliability 
of oral reports is concerned. For example, he/she told me during March, 1997, that on 
February 27, 1997 my brother asked him/her the following question: 

“Do our public comments hurt Ted even though he knows we know they are not 
true [and] we are doing it to help him?” (Qa) Oral Report from Investigator #3, March ?, 
199 7.__ 

I wrote this down at Investigator #3's dictation, and there can be no doubt that I 
recorded it with close to word-for-word accuracy. 

The investigators knew since sometime in 1996 that I was planning to write a 
book like the present one, and that I wanted their information for use in such a book. 

For some technical legal reason, they insisted that they could give me no information in 
writing until my trial was over. When I expressed misgiving at the fact that I was getting 
only oral information with nothing in writing to confirm it, Investigator #3 told me at least 
twice, “We will back you up” with regard to the oral information. 

My brother’s question that I quoted above was obviously important from my point 
of view, since it contained an explicit admission that my brother and my mother had lied 
about me. Yet, when I asked Investigator #3 after the trial to give me written 
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confirmation of this item, he/she gave me only a watered-down version that omitted the 
crucial words, “we know they are not true,” which he/she claimed were not in his/her 
notes. One concludes either that Investigator #3's original report to me was wrong, or 
else that he/she neglected to record in his/her notes the most important part of Dave’s 
question. 

The very few reports from Investigator #3 that I use in this book are noted as 
coming from Investigator #3. 
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***** 

Added April 28, 1998; modified July 19, 1998: 

But the question of investigator reliability has another dimension entirely 
different from the one we’ve been considering. At a time (April, 1998) when I had 
finished writing this book except for minor revisions and the present appendix, I 
received information that gave me a much fuller picture of Investigator #2 than I’d had 
previously. It appears that he/she is an anti-death penalty zealot who has no scruples 
about lying to clients and deceiving them in order to “save” them whether they like it or 
not. He/she is regarded as an expert in “managing” (i.e. manipulating) clients, and 
specializes in “proving” that they are mentally ill. Before receiving this information I had 
of course realized that Investigator #2 had been less than honest with me, but I had 
not fully understood the extent to which he/she had deceived me or how dishonest 
he/she was. 

How does Investigator #2’s character affect the reliability of his/her reports? I 
can only guess. Since he/she has a very good reputation among lawyers (as is 
indicated by Quin Denvir’s statement quoted earlier), he/she probably tries to make 
sure that the facts he/she reports to them are accurate. But I would expect that he/she 
slants his/her reports: When I orally discussed Investigator #2’s reliability with Quin 
Denvir, he told me that he was confident that the facts that Investigator #2 reported 
were accurate, but he added that possibly Investigator #2 might omit facts that would 
hurt the case he/she was trying to build. 

In any event, given Investigator #2’s agenda, it is certain that any slanting of the 
reports that he/she prepared for my lawyers must be in a direction that would tend to 
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exaggerate any indications of mental illness on my part. Anything in those reports (i.e., 
in (Qb) Written Investigator Reports) that argues for my sanity can presumably be 
accepted at face value, barring inadvertent errors. 

What about the accuracy of the oral and written reports that Investigator #2 
prepared for me personally? (I.e., (Qa) Oral Reports from Investigators, (Qc) Written 
Reports by Investigator #2 (Qe) Investigator Notes.) Those that deal with concrete 
facts are probably honest, since Investigator #2 would not endanger his/her reputation 
by knowingly reporting facts incorrectly. Whether he/she has omitted inconvenient 
facts is anyone’s guess. As for opinions and judgments expressed by Investigator #2, 
the reader will have to decide for himself how much weight he wants to give them. 
Before making this decision he should know the following facts about Investigator #2. 

Investigator #2’s strong point as an investigator is his/her talent for ingratiating 
him/herself with people, winning their confidence, and getting them to reveal things 
that they would otherwise prefer to keep private. He/she played a double game with 
Dave and Linda right from the start by extracting from them personal information that 
he/she passed on to me, knowing that I intended eventually to use it to discredit my 
brother and his wife. On at least one occasion, while he/she was giving me such 
information, he/she joined me in laughing at my brother’s silliness, as is recorded in 
(Qe) Investigator Note #2. 

Investigator #2 also played a double game with me, leading me to believe that 
he/she was going to help me to refute my brother’s portrait of me as a madman, when 
in reality he/she was working to collect the tools that would enable my lawyers to 
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represent me as insane -- the crazier the better -- in order to “save” me from the death 
penalty. 

After I pled guilty, Investigator #2 continued to misrepresent to me his/her role, 
downplaying the part that he/she had played in the effort to portray me as severely 
mentally-ill, so that I never realized the extent to which he/she had helped to 
manipulate me until I received information from an outside source. 

Shortly after interviewing Butch Gehring while I was in jail in Montana, 
Investigator #2 told me that he/she believed that Butch was abusing his daughter 
Tessa. I suggested that Investigator #2 should report this to the child-protection 
authorities. Investigator #2 answered that he/she would do so later, anonymously, in 
order to avoid complications that might affect my case. Several months later I asked 
Investigator #2 if he/she had notified the appropriate authorities about the supposed 
abuse, and he/she answered that he/she had done so, anonymously. A few months 
later still, curious about the outcome of any investigation into possible child abuse on 
Gehring’s part, I said to Investigator #2, “You notified the authorities that you 
suspected Butch Gehring was abusing his daughter, didn’t you?” Investigator #2 
answered firmly, “no.” I said, “I thought you had notified the authorities anonymously.” 
But Investigator #2 continued to answer me with a firm and stubborn “no,” not looking 
me in the eye but staring at the wall. 

I hasten to add that I have no idea whether Butch Gehring actually was abusing 
his daughter. That was Investigator #2’s opinion, not mine. 

On another occasion, Investigator #2 told me why he/she was no longer 
working in Florida, where he/she had plied his/her trade earlier in his/her career. On 
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the excuse that he/she and co-workers were out of cash, he/she filled out certain false 

vouchers. He/she was caught, and to avoid serving a two-year prison sentence, made 

a bargain according to which he/she agreed to work on no more Florida death cases. 

* 

Early in February, 1998 I asked Investigator #2 whether he/she could find out if 
my brother had been in contact with his friends between the time of my arrest (April 3, 
1996) and the time when they were interviewed by the investigators (December 7-10, 
1996; May 11, June 10, and June 25, 1997; see (Qb) Written Investigator Reports #32, 
Dale Es., #33, K.H. and Jeanne En., #122, Joel Schwartz). In reply, Investigator #2 
sent me a note that said, “Dave did not call.” That was the entire note. See (Qe) 
Investigator Note #5. 

At the time, I had plenty of other things on my mind, so I just assumed that my 
brother had not been in contact with his friends before they were interviewed, and filed 
that information in the back of my mind. But after learning how dishonest Investigator 
#2 had been with me I took the trouble to reflect on this matter, and it seemed to me 
implausible that eight months or more could have passed without any written 
communication between, my brother and these people who had been his close 
friends for many years. I would have expected them to contact him soon after they had 
learned of my arrest, and then certainly they would have talked about me with him. 

Subsequently I noticed solid evidence that at least one of these people did 
indeed talk with my brother about me after my arrest but before being interviewed by 
the investigators. (Qb) Written Investigator Report #122, Joel Schwartz, May 11, 1997, 
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p.4: “Ted wrote Dave letters about Joel.... Since Ted’s arrest, Joel and Dave have 
talked about those letters.” 

Joel Schwartz, Dale Es., and K.H. and Jeanne En. all gave the investigators 
wildly inaccurate reports in which they portrayed me as suffering from severe mental 
illness. When I wrote the Introduction to this book I attributed their errors to such 
factors as “media planting.” But another explanation now seems possible: My brother 
may have been in communication not only with Joel Schwartz but with the others as 
well, and may have asked them to help him “save” me by portraying me as mentally ill. 

It’s also possible that Investigator #2 and his/her people may have used 
leading questions to elicit the kinds of answers they wanted from informants. This is 
perhaps suggested by informants’ responses that include the phrase “may have.” 

E.g., (Qb) Written Investigator Report #73, K.M., p.3: “There may have been times 
when Ted was unresponsive to questions.” It doesn’t seem likely that K.M. would have 
made this statement spontaneously. It’s more plausible to suppose that he was 
asked, “were there times when Ted was unresponsive to questions and answered, 
“There may have been.” 
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p\ctu_re o f Invest v<joeto r tt 2, tkou\ 1 d heed 
p rev i ou- S ly. It ^ p e-tur s irk^ast ke / S k e T s <^n 

c^ wt t — d -eaXh p em ad t y ze^/ot uji'vo kxes /to S creep les 

© ucf l y I n^ to client's amd d<? c e'< v i n^ 'fkt^n i n e^rder 

■fc u sasve l( ttvevK. u/ketkev- tkey / » ke 7t <? r Aof- He/sk< 

7 5 - r e*j cur-deJL s *ua expert 7n ^ iw^ (< /i.e^ 

vyv^v/ pic| 4L-f (3 cl/ents, spe_c7<aJ< zes iV t( p ro v ; ‘ 

tk/erf tkey o^e nveWf<t,/^y ill. 8 e lore recevinjj tkts 

\ Y\PoiTYKUXStt OtA. I ^Va^(k o 'T Cow'S? sr eol 1 c. e.ci 't-h.aSf' Itwjesf] cjaXer- 

# 2. W £ ew /ess iX&Yv loosest witk me ; btcf I 

luJ^y UsvuLor-stood ttv-e extent to t^kvck ke /s ite d<od 
c^-ecei've«£ j*ve or- /‘Ujuj dis, Ito ntes~f ke /ske ui-clS. 

Bouj do es Invest^ <ttb r tt 2.B ckxoirtLC'for ctPfecjf t7ve 
re li ccb ( kty <? F kts /ker repo rts I l Coon o rv t y u.eSS - 
Since ke/ske /uts <s_ very <2<Dod r eputect} on a. 

Lovj yeri I 7s 7ivcl< c <otejS by Devwlr's s 1r<tXem.OfiT 

^u-oteJ c<2ur 1 1 eir ) ; ke/ske pr-o(j^^tj/y tr i r S tb /Yv^-ke 
Su^re tk^ct tke -pact's ke/ske rcp'oir-’ts tb tkem are 
<*Lccu-r ate * Biet I tvoaU e^cpecT tk^T ke/ske siattts 

kis/ke^r reports; Wkew I ooeoity disciosseJl 


T^>, 


:-f'> „ 


r ~) i c ^ ^ />» v / » v t“ 


/t}.. > 


f\ 
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told rwe -fVuiuf l\e us as Co/vf \de*rt d/kzct tK.e facets 'tk^sf 

I /westRector- #-2. \r*p-or-fe<£ were o^cccuraSte^ Wt 
<cl dsdedi 'tWccf pos>S<[)ly ItavesTi^ cetbr ft 2, m.ii'^k.'f omd"f fox'fs 
tk^cf i aJ-OuIA K.6Mr-~t fRe OLSe te /s A.e [/JOS ~W> 

V> oti l<f t 

J\i <xyty eA/enfy ^fv/en. l^uesfiyotcr # 2.*^ 

I “f Ts Certain tRacf O/ey si cuxt'trv^ of d/ke rep or-'ts 'fRo.'f 

ke /$Le p\rep<5urej£ -for- fvty /u-wyers y^uSt be i r a. 

oil reef fern 'tRoJf uj-oul£ iresift ~tc er-arf e ct/wy 

t n_cL i c<xt ( o ye s c> f ^aerftaJ i llt\e.ss <st\ nvy pour't - ry-tK< ruj 

/ c fRose (reports ( 1 ' e 'y Q b) U/ritTew 1 nvesf< ^ ate-r 

Repcnrts) "tRact <5u~y3u.es •for' rvvy Sanity Can pCe 5 atyiojjly be 

<^rcepfeo£ < 5 L~f fftc-e v< 5 LRee ; tjarri rv^ irvo^dw ertent eyrro-rSr 
Wkajt aMoust fRe. ^ccuurcuLy of tRe ©raJ <mJ. 

written cepo-rts ftkaxlf I nv/es ti 3 atb r ^2, prep<Lreo( for wee 

p ens o notify A C £ l ^‘j C (~k cl ) O r ai Repo rts f rcw\ 

I^ ves tt c( aitc rs U/rVtte<\ Repents L>y f AVestty a_tb r ft 2. 

fQe) I rwesti yato r A/otesO ^ Ro S e tRaif c^-eoJ uusi/k 

Ca-vLCnete "Fief's rore pr-obaMiy l\o 

ft 2. u^ou-W root e/vdJctnyjer Lvls / A. 

k W~o UJ ([y ^epcnr~t Crvcj Pa.c’ts f^cor - j _, -/ - 

Was o rvil-tteJi f nccmv en< enf foect's Is cuxybody's cjKesS* 

A 5 ff>(r apf'w'iotvs ^ruf j uXcpvterCts express by 
Ivw es t < g ^l"Co r ft 2 ^ tR^. r eoj^en w/ 1 R Wcsse. r- to cde<at die for 

K \ weS €-{ f Wo uj wvu_cA. U/ etgk.'f 1 iv'an."fc5 T<) ^jVe 'fth^esrV' 

8 efo re iftts ^ecisjon R<- sk^ulA kn.ouj 

-p^cc-fs af)ocCf I»Lvestt v ^ atbr ft 2,. 

Xcvvesti pastor # 2. f 5 S'f'rorv-ej po^~t ae-5 an 

\ n, v es 'f ( aSto r - 15 R k 5 j (\ ^ -fc<x I en.'f' fo r p kv r ceT < a~f t'ny 
Riwv / A. S 6 | 'p W T p QjO-p ^ j W r v\ <^vi fir ^ c v\ *V l ^ 


p'CX) Y)&Mly /\OW6S fy 5*/Hce ]?KV 


.er- 


tef 


( OK 


^ ^ —e- S 
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Ia/oocU ofker u/TSe. prefer ~to ke-ep private* H e /s ke 

pioyef <x ckxjJofe y tune w i fk Dove Ll yuHa. vtgkt 

from. tke start ky e )c tract ^A_y 'from, flfx&m perScvcaf 
\ v r fo r mat ( v o vx tkat k e f s ke p as 5 ed err. tc t'A e^ k ao u/ i' ny 
tkat I < a tended eA/ exkca/iy ~t& as e Tt to dts credit my 
Wo'i 7 ker a*vd kt$ Ujk fe^ (XT at /-east oae OCCiLsto ta^ 
wkfe ke/ske U/as y/ti'ny rc€ Su.cM. tnji-or nuCtcon j key/sA 
jckAed Kw-e <V Itiu^kJruj at m-y brotk-er’s 5 itk ness j as 
r 5 rec^^t^ f$e] X rtvesfly at? r /l/fte 2 * 

Tn ves'ticj ato r fk X also p/<iyef a doable qcuw te ucTt 
I €adiay jvt-e. "to believe tf-af ke/ske (*/as ye>frvy "6s 
k €/l p me 16s tre fate my Totter 1 5 p o ir~tr^ci j f of Ave of 
a roadman } uiken Pa i^ea/fty ke /ske uras i/aor-kir^ “6> 
Co Ale erf tk e tools tkat \a/oilL$ eaab/e wty /aay ers. 60 

represent me as f v A.sane —- Ae -fke beft-er 

- In order tb ct save' f me Xrom tke ct-eJL’fk p e4ta [~f y , 

Aft er- J p l -ef 0u.r!tyj X Av/est 1 y ato <r tf 2. c©tvt< v %e_d 

“tb mtsrepre-servf to me kfs / ker ro/e, <dccoAp/nyMy 'flu 

p Art tkat A. e / 5 ke kaf pfty ed ,V\. tke effort to 
portr^cy me as Severely /'WentaTy - T (1 ^ 5c H\jCt f 
A-cv&r v-e-ctii^eJ tke ejcte^t to ujkicA ke/ske 
ketpe^X "tb ^-32^u v puX«-Te /Ke u*ct(~( X AeceJv/^jf / v AXor(vuCtco*i 
froA\ ^orv occtSfcte Socu^ce» 

Slu) rfty cefte-t^ tAte^vtewi s A^ 6 uXcAx tXeXiritv^ tc/ktle 

i Uva. 5 tr j I i'n /X-o tvttaut-4. j Jixvestl yaXo \r # X r 6>t<z{ 

"Xk^t ke/s4e ke^// s eue^ -fk^ct SuCtcA US<L2 aJou^S {'rLj fit 
kXe^r "Tessa.* J Suyyestef tkarf fAves f ( ’g o.tb r tfX 
S koick# report tfts to tK-e cAtl — prof £cti l o/\ 

O-utkor itt «. i Avj esT ^ ato (c IfX <z^suj tk^tt h^/she 

w ouXk cXo So Icct&ir^ O4vo a y Atoics ! y^ rr. ordter- it 

^ 1 <X Cotm^pk Ctf ( 0 as tksjt kt affect Avy case* 



A 10-T 


V 1 


Severed (vw)wi(es lector I nskeJl I tvu es i:\cj eCtc r If 2_ t f 

ke/ske ^uo'fi' P < v ^c£ fke expropriate cuxf Ko<rtt (es 

oPcWf ■five 5 u_p pose, 4 ct/tau-se^ aru^- ke/sk-e ^u/er«us( 
•fk^-f ke/S /l e k^ud- cLo >ve So ^ et-noAy <wo uus /y - /\ ~P-bw 

yYUyv^fWs l&tejr S-ttttj Couoiou-S wfoowf T^ve occTbqa^B of 

tft4^y tv\ v/es t A.'f f o n bvfo possible ekild? ai)uie cm 

Pi skv'-?>\_^ c £ p cuv~~~f y X S cut d ~£c> X MVB5 't <*- G© 4'- 4^ Z ^ Yo u. 

KVo'ti fieX -f'k.e ajjd/k&nt < v es 'tk^cf you. 5w5pec~fed? Bwf cA 

(n eAur-kncj w^S aXwSiSrvy Wks e^4w_^ k*f ewy cHn { f yo U.F 

X r\.\j e^s'Ciyj nXoir ^ 2_ <^\_s ur ev" •ft r m/ty ^ ( A'O f , f T S cli d / 

i Pvcru^ W'f y o o_ tbt et kk. e cc f «-W mowtks ol^o 'fivaSt 

you. kcLd? rvofifi'^ fk.e aicfkcr] f i es ctnony recoup ly , Bwt 

JwveS'fi ^ Affbr 2, continued ~th> euvswev- u/ i'fk w fir^ 

<X4v^l S"taJo Iq cm-n K n^) tf A.o'f /ooki'/ta m.e /n '$L®- eye bat 
String . ’ J 

A CL ~t TVLQ W cl it' 

X k^sfen Zb eukf tUf I f^e wo i v c5 ea. 

w (ve'fk ew £Wf cA &2 eAr cuctu-Cully (aj-AS, oMvls }ry2j Pts 

JlcLuu^W~l ^ l kwf uj'dLs I r\\j es"f J <j r f^Z's op'frvtoAy 

yu> f" kwT ta e. 

o n cucLo'tk.Q^ o cc^ls( oj. Xa.\/ estoc'foir Z ’XaIcI 

\jJ ky ke^s/te lJ clS no ion^e^r W) o irklA^ Ta p/ortef^ 
wkere Pe /g/te \\-clA pl'C^xH lfV\$/t\er- ~tr~cu£e. ■e.turUer' 
Try Was / ke^r ccutl&A' , (9^ e eycu^e ~t\uoS kz/ske cunA 

Co-wov-Uers were oujf of ectsk Ke jske filled, oujf 
c ev-tcuCn F cutse v/o u-otve^5 ^ H e j ske ’vjccz COM.cjW'f ^ cokALj 

s enfence . yyloJL?- 


A 


-tc 


-o cw o ( ci ser'vtn^y "two - yeoar- p a tSor 

a, knArcjaJn ^cwriTrij "tb wkte^k ke/sfe CLCjtc-eed 7S 
w o u—k o a kio m^ore P/oai^X-o. Jle.cciW c^ies, 


P Wf- l 


4f Q 


y 


i W 


P ef) ir 


-x-/. 


L- /. 


v I ^5 icejc^ Xrivesf FycCto ir 
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lo r o tRe-r- fvtxt b eeti Tv\ oxtxet u//tR bts fet evuAs 
V) etw een "iKs. tiVe of m-y ^re$f (April 3^ x»xJ 

tVe ti't'we u/keti tRey were i rte-e vt eu'd by ^le 

i aw esltoj cctors C Dec ewvbev' ~7~l0 } /2«y J /0 ; 

ow-A Jiwve 2 SR 12^7 ' 5ee f<2bj U\rtttetf. 2 n v es ti y <xto e 

Repcnrts 4 f 32 , Dale •# 33 j K* xxt Jecuwve L h. } 

# l^^-j Joef Sclew cut'tri) . j v\ ireply^ I nv esf }<j xtor 'D 2 
sent wve a mite fiuct "O^ve oltA rot caXL TA-x" 

W(L5 tR-e, eritre h_ote« 5e-e ( Qe) I kw est atir A/ote 


# J' 

f \t tRe tim.e , 2 Raxf plenty of otker- tk'C^s on 

KWy wvfwA So I j X-$t xS5xmxt. tRcf rvy iorotRee l\<xA 

‘ > . I A I #-V 


i wve 


rvot been rr covertax~f cvi'XR Rfs 'frlerJls bef-o-v-e Xkty 

were fvvte^v ^ ew et, ayvJ. fi leJ tkxct 1 'A.for nuCti 0 v\ m thx 

ta<iteic of nvy mtnt* after l-ecur^<r\g Ko uj <Jts k^wesi 1 

X k\a> es1 1 cj xtc r 2 Ra_A 6e-en u./rtf. 2 ~toole tRe 


trout) te "12 reflect or 
Wee fvvup I axes t 'k>le tkxct 


tier's fruatter, aw\2 it £ e bjaabA to 
eirg Ivt r>xo rtRs 0 r mx re tCouXt 


kxM/e p ous5 edl U/I'tk_ou_t <xjvy Co went uy^< C4tr v o <tS & etwee *\ 

yxy bv-otlver avv2 tRese people u/R© /vad?. {3 €en kts 
close frterA-S Dor- (wx^cy yc<w 3 « X UJo uXA Axwe 
e>cp ecte^ tRem. 1x> eortaxt D i'm 500^ x.fter tivey 
DcoA (-eaurixeJ of Kxy o^rest^ xyvj. t’De^c ce^rXatrviy 
"tLey u j'OuXd. kxu/e XraJDeJ ooboojf m.e u/ rtlv ktr>v. 

Jxb s t^BviXly I KVotrceo( Soli A euiJeytce Xl^jf xt 
least one c>f tfese people oi\3l r»aJ.eeJ T<xlk to Tit ^wy 
k)v^ofk-ex aMouCt nee ccftex nxy ttcresf bu.t 6efbee 
lo Biv^j r to,tee \/1 eu/eJ by tDe revestl^xtoes >- (f6lb) (JrTTteH 
J to. vest i (joStc r Repoet ff 112 ; Joel Scku/artz:^ A1 <xy X2^ 
\H c fl* ) p*- 4* - ~T&JL wrote Dave /ett-ev-5 afioxt Soe^l- 

$ Tece Ted', OLereSt, Jo-el auxA Dave Rave XatlceA 



/I lo- i | 


oho VC f tAose letters, 

Jo -e ( z. j D#(e ^ (A//\X t\ < H* caja~$\ 

-Jecuvn/e t ike tnv/es'tiej <xto rs w tidily 

['vvax.cujt^aSf-e irepor-t? 5 u/k^cA iHvey p o Ctcaj-j eJ Ave ebS 

S ivJkoe c -frotvv Severe fYvesCt<vi i litres Sr A k_e-*v 1 u>ir-o"fe. 
-fAe I rv-eY-oc^otx.-e^o^v ib fk-Vi book I tfi'TTrilDiAeo? tkelir 

e'r-rx) tr -5 ~ifb S'wjtok ktS-cAbes £os 1 a^ , ( 3 > uX 

cljWq' fk^r- Q$pl<3Lvccti on klouj seemS> pcsstblei /Ay 

wv^Oy k~AAj e b -e evi r>v Co m/mxuii c<sJt f o a a~o A 0 /v [y u; T i4\ 

Joe{ SckMjturtz. b tef u/Aik "/ke otkejcs a~s w/ek, 

yw-OLy la^uje <x-s feed? fkem. "tb l\&l p t( Serve 1 by 

po iriWi/y i v tvy rwe <xs rw birCtctliy 1 ' 11 * 

It c s aiSo possible. tkact Investigator #2- ^n a xy . 
iwvi Wts f Iizm- pe^rp(e KA^-y Axu/'e exsed 1 leaJUruj 
c{ west tows "£b eUctT fn.e k<A-d-S oj dTA-S weirs kkey 
cj OAbteJl Jv~ om rJo v~ rwruxts # £ Aa s i S perkstps 

S es ke_dl b y respo>fvses trkaX Aciudle kW 

p WxeS e H rtvi&y A^u/'e r J £kg<^ CEb) (A/^(tte^\ Invest! j ectoe 
R.epo e'f ^“73j lc> At*j P'3 S fker-e f-n-xty fvajje bee.*i 
~t T'vwes u/Aen ’~~T^A u/-a~s uxvrespo Abr ve ~£& Kesff'on-Sr 
r-t <oboesw.'f Seem [ t kely tkaX K«/A, vcoolA Axve yycoudLe. 
Xkx$ sXate^we,nt Spo ixi" ou\ iy * lt K $ m-o^e piculs (ble 

kb Suppose i~k_ojf ke cu^ls CLskeAj 1 U/e^e tkev-e 
iTtAA.es oj ken H~eJ? u/^-s tovres poicsl'j e "£b quee^ti ores. . 
oua_<A <x*vs 07 ed? } ~7~(\q^-q iWO-y K-cuje been/' 1 
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P\ cid^cH p vW X % j 1*1*1 2 j m.od( WW \Ju_ly ^ j- i? *i S 1 

Bu.t five yu~es"t to a a f / west 7 of© it reliWd ■< 1 tfy Ivcls 
^Lwo fk-ev ^T" wve-t^s ion enff 7 r- e t y <^-t f £ ev~ e<v"f -f rtrwv fke O-tU* 
w-e/ve b een. catvs i ^eri , Af £k. 'fi'rvve (V\p r,' | .,11 ^ 8 J 
U/ ivCyv I f mlskcJ urrlTikv^ “flvts Wok e.xice.p'f 

jrwT yvonr ^evtilokvs a*v^ 'five pv^ese^vf <xppe<^ly: ^ I 

received }wWv-rvoTf7om. ■ffvajt ^cwe av€_ a m.u.cX 'foul/lev- 

p\cfiLre of revest IcftCto r 2. flvan la 
p r-ev i ou-5 ! y a It <iLp p e,ajr s "fWcf ke. / S k e | $ <vn 

awt«•—zXe&fk—pe'WaJfy—zW ext -u/ko _ —Iva-s /'to 'Scv-uples 

lyTiv^ “ts clients A^cti \/1 »v^ 'fh&m i\ G'r-d.&r 

"to “S^e" ir\.em. uA^fke^ fkey I 7f ac Ao"f* H-e/sks 
T-5 re^air^eJ eyperf / v n ^ m.<wwi| 7^ \ (j,e<j 

yrutrv) p u.| «rf < 3 c [) erSts ^ £Lr\£^ s p ec7 ai < z. e.s r*\ ** p r-o v 7 >v^ ;f 

flvAjt ~fk.€.y asr'e. /yvewt^l/l y i i( « 8$ Pore recei v i i\^ fM'j' 

7 a fomux.t 7 o a. X da_d £>f 6^0^56 \reaXtz:et£l •f-lxa.^f Invest]goStor* 
fr 2. WlJI & een less "Hvon (lowest u/cfK. me ; 6<vf £ \\jzJI 
i veff -fuWy uMA--zsrs~taod five ext^Af 'tb ic/lv7c/k ke / sWe k,ecA 
A-£cei\J<z.d. uve a-r- W w dtskayiest ke/ske. ui-clS' 

HouJ es X^vesf IgccTar tfc 2*5 cIvu-^cfer a.Pfecf fke 

11 cvlj 11 (~ty d> f l\s i ^ j Iteir* Pepo A-fs P- X CcaLfv c? rb l y u.es^ * 

ST«vc.e ke/ske k-^§ v e^y $oo<d f^-eput<ef < cm asrr^oA^j . 

lazuyer-s (^<2-5 Ts 7ruok c aSteA by DeYw'iWs S"f"eten^en;T 

<y u-o f ^.cur -11 enr ), ke / sk e pr-ob-aAlfy -tr~)SS ~to yi\^L,kz. 

Suw'z. ’fk^st "fke ■Putt’s k^/ske repoKfs fb . a^e 

’ ^ctu-afe. “ Bvcf r woaU ejcpecT -fWjf ke/ske slants 

k\s/lx&r reports; Utken I or -cully disacsseJ 







fl (0-7 


fold m,e irk^asf ke. usa-z Co^dldeMTt fkect f^e. fia-cfs f)u,t 
X wv e.s'f < ycCto-r- if 2 . v-'ep-o r-~teA. were «-Cccu^a.Y^ b u,f ke. 

O-cLded. fk^cf possibly iKivesfi'^a-tbc #2. orvu-f -f^Lcfs 

thuxst usouJLd k-iu-f fke. Cos e. A. «. fs k e Ia^AS fr^yi'iy^ Cd 

rn event, ^iVen I a vest Rector # 2 .*j5 cuf^\JU. y 

(t fS certain •f-k^ef' <ttvy slasCtlnq of 'five r"epo<rTs 'fKa.f 
ke/ske p'C-o^paur-zJl fo <r Aty Icu^y q/ts ^ww-S'f be frv <a. 

oLi ceet<~orv\ tf-aJf 0 j-ouJJL ir-eyid. ~tc Qtou^<^&ir-af<i a*oy 

l~/\^ct t CaTC ( O VUS of Kvvervfeii I llt\.e.SS <TY\. m-y p CUr~t ' Anytkirt^ 

f a. iWs-e r^epov-fs i^*\ {"(3b) U/v-itte-A I fivestig 

ftepcrrfs 3 f k_a_t eM"C|twes for- rwy S^M^ity c<an pCe.5am_<v(j ly b$ 

Aoc^c^fed. *:T VosImjzTj ir^FFTryj TrCcuAV£r-f&njf 7 

U/k-ajt oJQacct fkz. #~ccujr(XJLy of :fke or-aJ <x/n 
wr-'rtfen 'cepo-irts frk^ct In\;est<'y <ttb r ^ 2. pr-ep<ure_^ ■for' m.< 

p er~S onccl/l y ^ C X‘e. ^ C <3. cl ) Ov’-ayf R^po-r-fs fr-aan 

Invest* j stairs } f<3c) U/mitte*. Repeats by X nvesft v y <a_~6i r 4t 2 
C Q e.) I w estimator A/otes.3 "XTtoSe frWejf d^-ai wAt"fk 

Ctnvxrefe f^-cts pr-obaMly Rowes f, 5"mce Xnv estimator 

2. wouW Jfi_ot en.JJcwv^er' W\S /kt^r~ v~t^Du-f a. ft on by 

kvt-ocoin^ly repcnrt< v n^ Ra.cfs Tt\Co rrect/y ^ U/ketkey- k-e/ske 
crvUtfe^ ?Kvcowve^t ewf fact's 'fs anybody's gtcess* 

A 5 for- op^'A-'iotvs J ^dj?jvv(.e*yfs espr-esi ej? by 
X viVest < g a."£o r- 0. j fWo. 't'^ajd.tAT' wr 1 Xf A_a//e. “to oXecf’c^e for- 

K^w^seXf k~ouj nvtx-cA. u/eigk.f’ k-«. ivo^\rC -5 
8 efo re ^Vjajcfv^ 'fk.'is «^ec( v sro^ skcuJid kh.oou ^<e. 

f ol/Louj ("iv^ Xo^c'i’s ioboujf X^vestte^ajfer fkZ, 

Xv\ v es f 1 Asto r H ! 5 s "fi^o poln-f 0^5 

\ yvves"f i g a.'to<r~ T 5 k.^5 j k-^r ”fa/Ie4\*f f 1 o r- I'l-vq raTf 

/ Aerself W’lfk pQj&p[?.j u/ Tvr (^1 /u{ 'fk.^ir co w.f l^e^tce , 
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WooJ-d o tker uy I S<5. ~to ke- p p p y'i v o_"f e. * H €. ^/s ke 

p lity eil <0. <X©uJqI^. u/l't’K D&Te £ttv_X L.7r\_d-A. \r i v g Jvf 

frofH S"6su^T ^ y £xXy£u;jf?*\_y "Fro^vv 'fKevn fo&rSovi-cui 

\ N a. fo y m^fC i v o &a fkcf k e fs ke pCLS>S^j£ (TA “tb lA\.^-j r\-o uj t yi^ 

■f\\jct I ’\WTznJLzJl ev tib t/~s e T't' "6b Xi's , cyejX<*f m/y 

br-o^v^y asr^d. kf"5 u/m P€L* (Xk\ o_T I-cast o^-e Occastoyy.^ 

wktt^. ke /she U/<a_s <g/Vi‘ a^ m,e Si^cM. I'rv^r r^altcon, } ke/sA. 

j<3rAe_J. ( v a ItLu-gkJru] asf byotfk-ey'.s sI'HtnesSj as 

r 5 <~P c ^rr—ct-e dt T'k\ CQq) £ n,v e$tl j dfa r- A/pfe. ^ 2- 

T«\ v es’ficf a_Xo (p tf 2. <ziso p/d-y e,X cl ut)l-e ^ a^n,e u/if 


vvve 

> 

LeXi 


<-/ i / o' 

I€<s^Ta^ m^-e. "k believe tb-ccf ke/sA.e (a/<^s g 


o t rvcf 


keXp Xb tr^fujfe my kr-otkey's poir~Ciy<3.< -f of Av-e 

<so fryoa^tviam. y u^ ke n Pa k^s a/kty k-e /ske w-a~£ uro r~ k i N a^ t o 
c ol/iecrt tke Toots 'fixajt wq utdt -e^aJ^lo. my Lcuv-y ess to 
r ep r-es e*cf m.-e ^5 Pas — tke crd/z. i tr TH\_e k etf-e^ 

—• i" a or-dt&r- to u S<xve. ,( m_ e f ao m. Tke JL^jzjtk pe^-aity, 

Aft'sy- X pl-£x$ flU-Xlty j X a v est i ^ <3c_"tc) <r ^2 Co' a'C? rt-u.eX 

tb m^Ps repre-i €A,~f tc> /vue, ^fs / /l€,r r^ote.^ d-o oj r\. p idy h\jzj tTl? 

pa^r-f -^ucf Ae/$A.e ployej. / v /\ efforT To 

p o r~trCLy KVte <^S Severe ty tKe^rStc^Uy - ? (I ) Sc ~fk^Ct X 

rve^/ey v^aA'i-z.eA tkoz extent to ujkicA ke/s/t-e 
ketpe^. 'Co fi^-^XpuXa.'te ^ve usCtc'f X i v A.PormArC c v on 

our£s< v Xe Socu-ce ► 

SkorXty a.frA.tW'Viewi'^ Stc'tck u/k(le 

X \k)(LS . t.vy. j <*2 / r(A yAfo H-XtUiA ^ J ^ V &$ 11 y at by ^ 2 t&Ld 

trVuxjf ke [ s4e (3e// v €\/eJ tksCt SvCtck UtdLs aMucs /v,Ts 
kXe^ TeSS I Suycf<*sted -tfuxsf Lw^stiy cCtcr- #2 

skouX^ r-epoyf XkXs tb ckrtb?-prof-eoX( v o/i 

J^ixfcko y i.Ttc- * X IA\J S-SXf ^ aXo y ^2 UJ SY' S_X t^act 4 c — 

u/ouXbl <^-o 5o Lecte^j a*u>ft yfUou^ly^ r a order tb 





A lo-<? 


5 € v aX *avo <a.~Hvs I asked. I k<j ■estija.'tcc Ik 2~ (f 

ke/ske ho-Jl n.o'tikt^.d 'fk.e <stp p r~o p r < ^“fe cucfko v-7 T{ es 

a4e u„T "z^ie 5 i-cp p o s e_ei(. akau-se ^ OnAL keyXs/t-e &wj>uj e^r-eA 

'f^-cxsf W.^ f sA_e k-JiA- c(orV€ SO^ luy/YUj u^s ly . -P-S.W 

m^ovv-$v& Icttejr S'tiHj CuWou4 a^3cu^~f ffv.e ooCtcartt-e of 

CLY^-j Tvx^est eg o r\ /w"Go poSSf^le cXvifd? aJouse o<\ 

p a^r-'f ^ r 1 nvesfi'c] a-tar # 2., k You 

ru-nfie^ fie ajAAk^nti es tkxcf yo-cA. Su.spe.cAeJ Mustek 

(?i ehsT-h^g u ajls aMushr^r /vts d<Z ujq k~£e^j cLfdA f youP* ^ 

X rvve^tlq^toir "# 2_ ur <±<r eA -ptr-m/ty, C( ruF, f J Sail'd 

X 'fka-u^kt yo-u. 'to id Hie ol X-ew mon.'fk^ -^o 'ffvaST 

ytfu. aotifi'^ T^e ezusfkcr'tfl es cLno^yrt^ci>~slyP Bust 

X kw e-S~tl~cj exTfio r 4P 2. coA-fr ^-ug-d? "tc tf.KiSW e*"- uf i "^i\ ctl ft 

cwkJL s iXjy Iq o-r-n k a< 3 ^ Ao"f look.i K i\q m,e /n T^te eye bt<.f 

STa-ri^ tJ ~ 7 

^ a_-f ue u;-abl <• 

J K^s'fe^i 'to X (\-Am e /Lo idexz 

wLe-fke^ BtCtcA ^eJvHtr^ ccctu^cdly uj-ols £>Ws?a^ ki$ 
d-tZu^ k.-fev'*, l h~CL~f ura^s X Av/esf ^.'Gj r ^.I’s op/'rvt'on.y 

yix> t Kw,r ^ f 

On -xfio'^ter' c?ccd_if<m ; _frwesl° }cja.tar #Z "ta/d? m.e 
uuky H-e/X/ie \aJ'A.S yLo lovu^^r k/0 r-klvyj T y\ F/ort'ctA^, 

wive^e Fe/s/te I^aJI pUeJ //ter- -tr-aAe iLetr-Utir 

Ta kb/per cecree^, £)a -T^e e>ccu^e ~t\vaT k^/ske. a^JL 
Co-wov-Uers u/ere o.u.t of casP Fe/ske f//(ei ckjlA 

cetr-T^X f^ise v/uLotve^s . He/ ske caxcgk'fj 

~to ajjoi c£ 5 e^r-v ("n^ a_ ~bu}o - y-zjeur- pr-Tson S'en.'fertee^ mjxJLo. 

(a. h A^rcjaJn eA.(LCx)r-d? TAj- l!b ui kvcf K.e/s fe ezxji^e^d. ~£i 

u/o<r-k o (A. hlo /ruore f~~Lor]cLa^ dL^xcOk caJ^s. 

’.~.....“.. ^ ." '. . ' . 

/P 1 r- 

a ~f'ly Xw. Fe^iriiiU'w 1 <*-skejdl XAV^sfi (?ct'6e ^ 
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h r-c-kkev- dcod b een. fv\ c&^ a - c -~f u/l'fk b.Xs> f^C.enJs 

between ike . "tfme o f my ^resf CApHl 3 ) &) tuuJl 

■fke -ffme urken. "tkey wene by ^e. 

l *^V estc .0 cCteiCS CD ec em/beir 7-La } HUj day n ; Ju*e /O, 
O^vJl Jurne. 2 S', 5ee f&b) UJ \rt Tt-e* 1 n v es 11 y nto ^ 

R-epoT'ts k 1 S 2, 0 <£cie As •■ j 33 j k» H c cuuA. Xc cuuve /7)r\> j 

# llx^ Xoef Sckw ocv-i'd) . j w meply^ I n.v est('<j nto r 4^ 2 

Sent me <2. /iot& "tkajt Scu&j Dave d^ <d mot CaX.L l lux.' 

vjo~$ tk-e emit re mote. See Cde) X Kwes'trqo.'foe A/cite 

# 5X . 


A T tke t i wve , 1 \\ulA oteArfy of otk< 


tku 


m-y v So I J v*—st mSSc un.eA ftacf nvy beofker AaA 

rut'f been rn eoetaxt u/rfk kts ■f'rt-emdls bef-o-v-e tkey 

w ev^e T w'ter^v/^ e^v; ^ <&fud f-rleX. tk&jt f mfcr-m-A-tf o n f'n ike 

bmcic <?F my m.i'Ajl* f2 i^.~t mften (-ecumtfyj kd uj dis>kawest 
X rwestty deter- 2 luad b een uj rtk me 1 "took. tke 

trouXjte_to_reflect ..on. tk iTs frvuxJtTer'', conJL tT.. to 

Wue f wcp l < 2 -ic 5 rbie -tk_ajf kt rtcontks 0 r- m-ome iCouJd 

WjXA/e pa-ssedl u/i'X4\_oujf cwvy cowwnw^ti ottoms- b e~tuj e en 
my tav-o tlve^r dtn^l tkese people u/ko lucid been kts 

dose fw eudg fk)<r- fvx^uvy y e_«w-S- X UJouLd A-^u/e 
ejcp ecded 'fke^cn. ""Co Context K.. r<vv 5 <?oa mPter d\.e y 
ivcudi (edu^KueJ? of nvy o-v~re$"f, cudi "fk&n. centa.xn.ly 

Jtkey s^QruXd. k^u/e _ Isd'keA adcsouf f m--e. u/i'fK 

. .Slc b5 t^en'fly_1 n^~tlced folic# .evlAevice "tb-oCf a. f 

leo-Si 3 ovt.e of "fkese people c2\A indeed To^ik atl.^k my 
tano'$1ve<A «^0c?cCf me a.f f e<r imy o^nrest 3 bu.'f' before 
beTn^ rn“Cer-\/1 eweo^ by ike invest I rs ^ b ) Wri’tt’e^ 

1 nv/esf lyetb «r flepo r-'f. #. I 22^ .. Jo ef_ScWorf^ /la^...XX ; _ 

MAl ^ p. 4-1 "TeJ wrote Dave letters aJoovcf Jod~ — 
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<x^c?urf irko se tetters. ' 

Joe[ Sc|vu,-o>rf2L } D<zk ES'J a^d K‘ H* 

Jeeuuvc tz A ‘ ^c/'f 5«^e fke fnvest^ o-to r-s wUc^-^y 

Tv^o^cx-u*TX r te v^-epo r-T 5 Ta ujki'ck 'ftv.ey jDo ir-Xv^uy uve ^ 
S iA_-F-Pev-CA_e| 4-^o(n Severe (^esvtaj rH/\ess r U/ken_ J~ ^oofe 
i-ke I^-e^o^ccc-ei-aw tfkts. book I s.TTrrW'feX i^ve^r 


er-rcj r-s tb suck f<a_c'tD<rj eos k i 'wecitd pUn't /Beet 
a.wofk^r <Z.$plcLvuCtiOi\ n.Ouj S^ernA p c sstbLa 1 /Py boo tker 
vwa^ k-^A/e b-ee^i r>\ coiovmxx-^c^'tXou Aot oaly iut^h 

Joe{ Sc kwia^rtz. h tcT urTi^k Ae otkojr-% *_s u/eW, W 

OC^Ly k^U>€ ^cS it&d tke^/n, "Co l\Q'l p IxT (4i_e by 

p o ir tsTixy i ryy kvcQ_ *c§ Ucetvfk tty 7 ll, 

£ -f c s a^t So pcsstb/e ~tkact I ^vestv'r— 

cuaJL (vi 5 //i €at pe*rp(e m^-y /usu/e tesed? le.&Jtn^ 

cf tee S f f erws "to eUciT fke op <£^ 5 UJ ev-s fk^y 

y^J-€LiAjtcjl f rOpov~- AV£L/\.ib , £ /vTs Ts pes-keLip S 

by rrvPchrm-^aXtsk responses i/kect iVvctu_<£e "flee 
pW-a^Se A Atfe. * {Qb) Ia/ t-T Tte*\ Invest} j cctoir< 

Report 73j p'3 ' T~A. or-ts ytveLy /ku/e b-ee*i 

“truces tuken ~TglA wo<m c^vrespotvScVQ ~tb ^ west} ons, ^ 
P “t d-oesw t scevH [ i beXy tk&t R*y^-« wsouLid. koiu/e /a^lJLq. 
^ v '^-5 sTarte^tv.e-n'f' 5 po (c"ta^\ eou-r (y ► It [ $ m-o ue p/cuesfb/e 
"£d Suppose -tk-eef ke tLskeA; 11 U/e^e tke^ 


i: luces VA/ke»i Tki u^respe?es( v v e tb ^ u.est?oA^ 1 

as^swi esr-eA } Tkev-e tvuxy k&se b een 





APPENDIX 11 


The following is (Cg) Note from Quin Denvirto Ted Kaczynski, April 30, 1998: 
Dear Ted: 

You have asked me my opinion regarding your long-term memory. We have 
been associated in the defense of your case for almost two years and have had many 
opportunities to discuss facts from the past. During that time I have been amazed by 
your long-term memory. I know no one who has a better memory for long-term details 
than you do. I discussed this with Judy Clarke, and she said that she thoroughly 
agrees with me. 

Very truly yours, 

Quin Denvir 
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